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YUSUF AND HIS FEIENDS. 




CHAPTER 1. 

A VISIT TO HEIJOPOUS. 

|UR hero's name was Yusuf, and he 
was a little Arab boy, who had re- 
ceived a present of a fine large don- 
key. Delighted with his gift, he started forth 
to make his fortune, and was soon beginning 
his career as a donkey-boy in Cairo. He had 
a natural keenness, which speedily initiated 
him into the mysteries of his new mode of Ufe ; 
and his donkey looked so fresh, with his new 
saddle and gay bridle, that there was no trouble 
in procuring passengers. 

The Arabs are possessed of one excellent 
trait — ^they always stand ready to help one an- 
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other in time of need. If a companion is out 
of work and poor, he never goes hungry ; for 
somebody is sure to share his frugal meal with 
the destitute one, and help him up the hill of 
difficulty. There are no orphan asylums in 
Egypt, simply because one never finds any 
orphans. So soon as a child is left parentless, 
somebody who is childless adopts it and cares 
for it as if it were his own. 

So Yusuf, in his inexperience, found friends 
among those of his own class, and began to 
enjoy his new life in the bustling city very- 
much. One of his friends especially, a boy 
about his own age, became, from his first 
appearance in Cairo, his boon companion. 

Abdallah, for such was his name, had made 
Yusuf s acquaintance in the following way : — 
Our little friend had obtained a passenger at 
the Cairo station, an English gentleman going 
to Shepheard's Hotel, and after leaving him 
there, had stopped under one of the trees in 
the broad street to rest a moment. Suddenly 
he heard a rapid galloping, and a donkey dashed 
past, carrying a portly Turk, who with diffi- 
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culty balanced himself on the ungainly saddle, 
while the owner of the donkey was running 
behind and shouting, " Ish, ish!" (stop). His 
efforts were, however, quite in vain, the little 
animal being under full speed, and having 
apparently made up his mind to be stopped by 
nothing. Everybody got out of the way, and 
there was quite an excitement around the 
Esbekieh (public square or park) for a few 
moments. But suddenly the little donkey 
stumbled, and down went the rider rolling on 
the ground. It was some time before he could 
gather himself up, and when he did, with a 
face scarlet with rage he started in pursuit 
of the unlucky offender, who, however, was 
already out of sight, donkey and all. Ab- 
dallah — for it was he — knew that flight was his 
best safeguard, so he had mounted his steed 
more quickly than I can write it ; and when 
the incensed man had recovered his senses, he 
was mingling with the crowd in a narrow 
street off the Mouski (the great thoroughfare 
of Cairo), singing his old songs, and just as 
happy as ever. 
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Yusuf led his donkey to the crestfallen Turk, 
who was hastily restoring his turban to its 
proper place, and as gravely as if nothing had 
happened, said,— 

" Do you want a donkey, sir ? " 

" Maloom ! '/ said the man, and was soon 
seated in the saddle. The word " maloom " is 
translated " certainly ; " but it always seemed 
to me to express a great deal more than that, 
embracing the whole story preceding the ex- 
clamation, and sometimes conveying a quaint 
humour indescribable. 

" Ah ! " said the Turk, with a guttural artic- 
ulation of satisfaction, " this is a good donkey; 
my feet do not touch the ground at every step, 
and he is not so crazy as the other. What is 
your name ? " 

" Yusuf," said the boy, breathing hard as he 
ran beside the donkey. 

"Good," repUed the man, and suddenly 
reined in the animal at the door of a large 
house with latticed windows, and a wide garden 
filled with orange-trees and flowers of every 
description. 
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" Now, Yusuf, I shall want you again," said 
he, dismounting, and paying his fare. " What 
is the Httle fellow's name ? " 

"I haven't named him yet," said Yusuf; 
and as he wended his way towards the Mouski 
he began to feel the necessity of naming his 
companion. Just as he was passing the opera- 
house belonging to the Khedive, he encoun- 
tered Abdallah : the two boys began to laugh, 
and exchanged greetings. It takes an Arab 
a long time to say, " How do you do ? " At 
length, when the salaam was finished, Abdallah 
said, — 

" So you have gained my customer 1 well, 
so let it be; it is thus that fate decrees. 
Your donkey is a fine fellow; what is his 
name ? " 

" That's just what I'm trying to find out," 
said Yusuf, as the boys sat down under a 
spreading acacia-tree to eat their l\mch of 
coarse brown Arab bread and a handful of 
dates. 

" I wish you'd tell me a name. What's 
your donkey's ? " 
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*' Yankee Doodle," said Abdallah with his 
mouth fiill. 

"What does that mean? I should Hke to 
know," laughed Yusuf. 

"Don't know," repHed Abdallah, looking 
wistfully at his last date ; " used to hear the 
Americans singing about him at the hotel — 
some big general over there in that far country, 
maybe. I tell the American gentlemen my 
donkey's name is Yankee Doodle, and they 
laugh, oh I so hard ; then they all rush for my 
donkey. Now we must find a name for yours. 
I'll tell you; call him Mark Twain; that's 
another big American name." 

So the donkey was named ; and for a while, 
with all the impulsiveness of the Arab nature, 
the two boys were firm friends, and Yankee 
Doodle and Mark Twain copied their masters 
in friendhness, and had many discussions con- 
cerning their illustrious names or something 
else. 

One afternoon, as the boys lingered around 
Shepheard's Hotel, a call from the porch 
aroused them from their dreams under the 
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acacia-treeSy and brought them back to the 
present. They joined the crowd rushing up 
to the entrance, where sat a number of gentle- 
men. "Hab donkey, sir?" — "Hab donkey, 
sir?" echoed from every side, as the drivers 
jostled and pushed each other good-himi- 
ouredly. 

The gentleman from whom the smnmons 
had proceeded laughed, as if greatly amused. 

" What a persistent set they are ! " he re- 
marked to a young man by his side, who was 
placidly roUing up a cigarette. 

Then turning to the candidates for employ- 
ment, he continued, " See here, you rogues, I 
want four donkeys in about ten minutes, two 
of them to have side-saddles ; we want to go 
to HeUopoUs. Do you understand ? " 

" Iowa," (yes,) shouted the whole crowd, 
and confused murmurs of " The Virgin's tree," 
" Obelisk," Ac., came from the throng. 

In ten minutes the street was lined with 
donkeys of every description and colour. 

"Well, papa," exclaimed a merry voice, 
"we certainly ought to find some that wiU 
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suit; US out of this motley group ; " and a fresh 
young face smiled upon the waiting boys, 
while the side-saddles gathered closer to the 
walk. 

*'Your mother and I will take a carriage, 
MoUie," said the father; " but Colonel Dayton 
and Mr. Gordon will accompany you young 
folks " — " And keep them straight," inter- 
rupted the young man first named, throwing 
down his cigarette and hastening to the assist- 
ance of the two girls, who now stood waiting 
to be seated. A young English gentleman 
followed, and selected Abdallah's steed, while 
a signal from the colonel had drawn Yusuf 
nearer. Then two little long-eared fellows, 
who held their heads up very proudly, were 
selected by the young ladies, and the remain- 
ing donkeys galloped off or waited for other 
chances. 

Soon the party had started, and in a mo- 
ment more had disappeared from the view of 
the loungers at the hotel. 

" Isn't this pleasant, Grace ! " said MoUie ; 
" so much better than a carriage — just as if we 

(C26) 
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were at home. Look out, or your curls will 
float away up to that latticed window." 

" I'm not afraid," said Grace, giving her 
golden hair a pull which spoke volumes for its 
safety; "they're only shaking with merriment. 
But look out for your ribbon, MoUie." 

MoUie drew her long braid of glossy hair 
forward, and tied the scarlet ribbon that held 
it a Uttle closer. 

*' I'd Uke to know how many ribbons I've 
sowed in this land," she. said. ** If what papa 
says is true, that even a stick would grow if 
planted m this soil, there may be some chance 
of a good crop coming up." 

"Yes," laughed Grace; "that would be a 
crop of gros grain.'' 

On they went, through the crowded streets, 
past the high, newly-built dweUings, and along 
the chuhra road (a fashionable drive), with 
its gnarled old trees reaching up from either 
side until their branches intermingle overhead. 
Then they turned into a narrow and more 
quiet road. 

It had been a hot day, but the afternoon 

(626) 2 
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was growing cooler, and as the sun sank lower, 
its yellow light shone through the palms till 
they glistened like gold against the evening 
sky ; the scaly trunks gleamed Uke burnished 
bronze as the bright Ught touched them quiver- 
ingly, and the leaves waved far overhead, rust- 
ling sleepUy in the awakened air. Here and 
there camels plodded on laden heavily, or 
rested in their uncouth way upon the ground, 
swinging their long necks about and plucking 
at the clover growing in luxurious richness on 
the bank of some miniature canal from the Nile. 

Here an Arab's tent flapped in the wind, 
its inmates peering lazily out at the traveUei«. 
There a village of mud-huts Ufted itself out of 
the sand, the tattooed face of some old woman 
looking curiously forth, while children, in their 
scant blue shirts, shouted " Backsheesh," as 
the party galloped by. 

Yusuf sang his quaint Arab songs as he ran 
gaUy after L donkey, now and tten answer- 
ing a question of the riders. 

"So your donkey is named Mark Twain?" 
said Colonel Dayton. 
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"Yes, sir," replied Yusuf; "you t'ink dat 
good name ? " 

" Very good ; I admire Mark Twain/' 

Yusuf understood but little English, and 
often made strange work in his translations. 
" * Mire/ " said he, thoughtfully ; " that is Nile 
mud. He mean my donkey stick in de mud. 
— No, sir," said he aloud ; " Mark Twain, he 
very strong ; he carry you froo sand and mud 
and mire — eberyt'ing. He good donkey." 

The colonel did not explain, for Mollie was 
just calling him to her. 

" O Colonel Dayton," she said, " I'm going 
to have a chameleon; Abdallah says he will 
bring me one. Won't it be splendid if it hves 
to get to America ? " 

** It will be quite an addition to your trea- 
sures. — When will you get it, Abdallah ? " 

"Bookrah" (to-morrow), replied Abdallah. 
" He one beauty — turn de bery colour he 
touch ; on green leaf he turn green. Queer 
'nuff. Ah ! he quiese kateer " (very nice). 

Thus, while the young people chatted hghtly, 
and their elders conversed with more serious- 
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ness as they leaned back on the cushions of 
the carriage, the party proceeded toward that 
famous city of the priests, the noble On, where 
they were to look upon the oldest obeKsk in 
Egypt, bearing date, it is said, about two 
thousand years before Christ. Their way lay 
along a pleasant, shaded road, while around 
them stretched fertUe gardens and irrigated 
fields of rice and corn. Now and then a Httle 
donkey-boy passed them, singing his unmusical 
songs. Miniature specimens of the rising 
Egyptian generation occasionally darted out 
of some rude tent or mud-hut, imploring the 
travellers for backsheesh. Sometimes a car- 
riage rolled slowly by, and Mollie and Grace 
leaned eagerly forward, to catch a glimpse of 
dark languid eyes ga^ng into theirs in ques- 
tioning silence. 

At last they reached the old famous syca- 
more-tree under whose branches, it is pre- 
tended, the holy family rested in their flight 
into Egypt. 

" Now, young ladies," said Mr. Gordon, as 
they passed an old well, "you must drink from 
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this well ; for tradition says these waters were 
changed from bitter to sweet by the touch of 
the Virgin Mary's Hps." 

MoUie and Grace both drank, and then they 
all sat down under the old tree, talking quietly 
of the far dim past, and looking up to the 
cloudless sky through the green foUage. 

" Do you beHeve this is the very same tree, 
papa," said Grace, "under which Mary and 
the infant Saviour rested in their flight into 
Egyptl" 

" It may not be the same one which shaded 
the face of the infant Redeemer," replied her 
father; "though these trees Uve to a great age, 
and it is not impossible that this may have 
Uved through all these years, guarded by soft 
zephyrs and smiled upon by these ever-sunny 
skies." 

"Precise spots are, after all, of little moment 
to me," said the mother. " It seems to bring 
the Saviour nearer to me to think that he, a 
little child, looked on these scenes ; for it was 
in this part of Egypt that long after the Chris- 
tian era a colony of Jews resided, and very 



92 A VISIT TO HELIOPOLIS, 

likely it was the district where Joseph and 
Mary would have sought refuge from the 
bloodthirsty Herod." 

Colonel Dayton and Mr. Gordon were busy 
picking a leaf here and there for MoUie and 
Grace to carry home a« mementoes of their 
visit; and after this was accomplished they 
proceeded to Hehopohs, of which now Httle 
remains but a vast accumulation of debris ex- 
tending over a wide tract of ground, the long 
lines of sunburnt earth marking clearly the site 
of this once celebrated seat of learning. 

And here, towering amid the ruins of a once 
grand city, stands the single obehsk covered 
with hieroglyphics still sharp and clear, though 
it was a hundred years old when Abraham 
came into Egypt, and perhaps stood in its 
shadow, even as they were standing then. It 
is of red granite, about sixty-two feet in height, 
and six feet in diameter at the base, weighing 
more than two . hundred tons : it must have 
been hewn from the quarries at Assouan, eight 
hundred miles away. 

As they looked up at the lofty stone, so 
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eloquent in its silent story, "Ah," said Colonel 
Dayton, "what scenes that old obeHsk has 
gazed upon! Only think, Miss MoUie, here 
Joseph stood with his bride Asenath; here 
Plato and Pythagoras studied ; here Moses 
learned the wisdom of the Egyptians ; and 
here, we have reason to beheve, Jeremiah 
wrote ^the Book of Lamentations. Its twin- 
companion is gone — did you know that obelisks 
always stood in pairs? — and here it stands 
alone, all that is left of the dead city and its 
vanished glory." 

" I do not wonder," said Mollie's father, 
" that the city of On has perished ; for in the 
lapse of time all things must die, and nearly 
four thousand years have passed since this city 
was in the height of its glory. It is only won- 
derful that anything fashioned by human hands, 
like this obelisk, has lasted through so many 
changes, immovable, while empires have risen 
and fallen beside it." 

A little longer they mused in this interest- 
ing place, while the donkey-boys crouched in 
the sand, counting their money, and laying 
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their plans for the future ; little cared they for 
their ancestors, or what had transpired, where 
they stood, four thousand years ago. After 
awhile, with many a Ungering backward glance, 
our travellers set out on their return toward 
the crowded city, their last vision of the old 
obeHsk touched with sunset glory, as it stood, 
pointing upward, just as it had done in aU 
the fading days of four thousand years ; then 
slowly the glow passed away, and the silent 
stone stood wrapped in the twilight repose. 

It was a still, warm evening. The girls 
pushed back their hats, and let the soft air 
blow in their faces. Colonel Dayton's usual 
merry mood was exchanged for a thoughtful 
silence. The young Enghshman, too, rode 
quietly along, his eyes wandering far away 
over the landscape. The voices of \hB fella- 
heen (poor peasants) coming home from their 
work in the fields sounded clearly over the 
plain. Waving grain stretched away on either 
side ; and down a narrow slope, winding off in 
the distance, a flock of plump brown sheep 
crowded along, stopping now and then to crop 
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the young wheat. From the newly-ploughed 
earth and growing grain a sweet faint smell 
arose. Back again over the level road, past 
the waving clover and groups of sycamore-trees 
with their twisted roots, past the mud huts 
with their roofs of quaint Uttle turrets, homes 
of the pigeons — ^which are always building and 
cooing in vast numbers about every Egyptian 
village — our party travelled. A dog here and 
there barked sleepily as they passed; and in 
the dim twilight, rapidly giving way to dark- 
ness, the cry of *' backsheesh " stiQ assailed 
them. 

The gas was lit in the streets as they entered 
Cairo, and amid the confusion the charm of the 
night seemed to pass away. 

Yusuf was holding something in his burnouse 
with evident difficulty. 

"What is that, Yusuf?" said MoUie, 
laughing, as he changed it rapidly from one 
hand to the other. " Is something burning 
you ? " 

" No, lady,^' he replied ; " me catch he. It 
is — ^what you call him 1 " 
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Colonel Dayton came to his assistance. 
*' Oh, it is a hedgehog ! " he exclaimed, hold- 
ing up what seemed to be a small ball ot 
bristles. 

"Oh! oh!" ejaculated the excited MoUie, 
" how I should like to have that ! " 

" Oh, that horrid creature ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Gordon. " What a companion he would be 
for the chameleon ! " 

MolUe did not reply, but her cheeks burned 
with indignation, and it was a reUef to her 
when Colonel Dayton said, — 

" I think you will find it very interesting to 
watch the Uttle creature's movements. I had 
one once which became very tame. A young 
lady who is fond of such studies is much to be 
commended." 

Mollie looked gratefully up. " Thank you. 
Colonel Dayton," she said earnestly. 

As they reached the hotel, Yusuf extended 
his prize to Mollie, saying, — 

"Put leetle bread on de floor, and leetle 
water ; he hungry, maybe." 

" But here, my boy," said Mollie's papa, as 
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the lad turned to go, after receiving his pay ; 
" how much for the hedgehog ? " 

'* Oh, not'ing," repUed Yusuf bashfully; " de 
young lady welcome." 

" I don't believe I'd carry a hedgehog, with- 
out some kind of remuneration, for any young 
lady in the land," repUed the gentleman, smil- 
ing and dropping a piece of silver into the 
Uttle brown hand. 

" There ! good luck to you all," said he. 

"And now for dinner!" exclaimed Mr. 
Gordon. " I'm as hungry as a wolf." 

" Yusuf," said Colonel Dayton, turning back 
a moment, " I shall want you again soon ; and 
here," slipping a coin into his hand, "hunt up 
all the curiosities you can find for Miss MoUie ; 
do you understand ? " 

" T'ank you, sir,", said Yusuf, smiling till his 
teeth glistened in the gaslight; "me look 
eberywhere. She hke anticos, you t'ink ? 
Tiebe! (good) t'ank you." 

Then jumping into his saddle, he and Mark 
Twain went home to supper. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE CHAMELEON. 




HAT'S that ?" exclaimed Grace, lift- 
ing her head suddenly from her 
piUow the next morning, just as 
the sunUght was creeping in through the open 
windows. MoUie sat up rubbing her eyes. 

" Where ? " said she, parting her red lips in 
a vigorous yawn. 

" Why, that sort of a fluttering sound right 
over there by the wardrobe. Don't you hear 
something ? " 

"Perhaps it's the hedgehog," suggested 
practical MoUie. 

"Pshaw!" repUed Grace, "hedgehogs don't 
cUmb high." 

" Very true, sister mine," said MoUie, spring- 
ing up. " Well, we will soon find the cause of 
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this interruption to our morning slumbers. I 
declare, it seems as if I haven't slept a wink, 
the dogs kept up such a barking all night — 
these Arab dogs do have such an ugly voice ; 
it isn't a good genuine bark, but a kind of 
growl, that keeps bursting forth when you 
think it is about ended." 

Whirr ! whirr ! 

Something flew by MoUie's head and settled 
in the window curtain. MoUie advanced cau- 
tiously, and there sat a Uttle bird, cUnging 
to the bright cord, and looking calmly at the 
young girl. 

"Why, you Uttle darling!" she exclaimed 
impulsively. — " Just look, Gracie ; our visitor 
is a dear, bright- winged bird; and see how 
tame it is ! Doesn't it seem queer, Gracie, to 
think that the frosts and snows are covering 
everything at home, and here the sun is so 
bright and warm, the flowers are blooming, 
and the dear birds are coming in at our win- 
dow to bid us good morning." 

Grace smiled, and crept softly out of 
bed. 
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"Where is that cake we had yesterday?" 
she whispered. 

MoUie pointed over her shoulder to a httle 
table in the comer ; and Grace, creeping softly, 
in her bare feet, was soon scattering crumbs 
to their visitor, laughing quietly to see how 
rapidly he gathered them up. 

" He'll come again, Grace," said MoUie, who 
was now plunging her face into water ; " he'll 
come again — ^to-morrow, maybe, since he has 
found such a welcome." But here she spattered 
the water so vehemently (MoUie always did 
everything with her whole might), that their 
Uttle guest started in alarm, and, spreading its 
bright wings, soared away out of the open 
window into the golden sunshine, and Grace 
leaned eagerly forward to watch its flight. 
Their windows opened into a beautiful garden 
of bananas, figs, and cactuses, with a great 
grove of date palms in the distance. In this 
grove was one of the many sdkias of Egypt. 
The sakia is a water-wheel, turned by oxen or 
donkeys, moving on in a perpetual round, and 
bringing up a succession of earthen pots filled 
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with water, which is emptied into a large 
trough, and is thus conducted to the cultivated 
land. 

" Mollie," said Grace, Ustening to the weird 
sound which these sakias always make, "Colonel 
Dayton says the Arabs love the sound of the 
saHas; and if they axe far from home, they are 
always longing for their sighing." 

" I think they might long for a sweeter 
sound than that," said practical MolUe; "it 
is one of the most disagreeable sounds to me. 
I would rather hear the rattle and bang of 
Broadway. There isn't much melody in any- 
thing here. An Arab hasn't any idea of 
music. Do you know what those red jugs on 
that water-wheel always remind me of? Heads, 
Grace; actually, human heads — in red tar- 
bushes." (A tarbush is the ordinary cap of 
the country.) " The first night I came here, I 
happened to look out there, and in the Ught 
sunset they actually startled me." 

Grace looked at her in astonishment. 

" Well," she said, " I didn't think you had 
such an imagination. I shall never look at 
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that string of earthenware pots without think- 
ing of your comparison. But, MoUie, we shan't 
be ready for breakfast if we don't hurry. 1 
always begin to dream when I look out of 
these windows. Do you know, Mollie, they 
say this hotel was, years and years ago, a 
harem ? Only think of the veiled ladies that 
have stood here or walked about in these 
gardens ! We must visit one of the Egyptian 
harems. I am very curious to see one." 

"Yes," said Mollie, fastening her collar. 
*' There, I'm all ready ; are you, Gracie ? " 

"Very soon, Mollie; I must have a few 
moments for my morning prayers." 
• " Bless you," said her sister, kneeUng beside 
her ; "I should have forgotten my prayers 
many a time, but for you. I hope the Lord 
will accept them. He knows I don't mean 
to forget." 

As the two sisters went downstairs they 
passed an Arab waiter in his blue gown going 
up. 

"That's our chambermaid," said Grace, 
laughing, as he shuffled by them with a " Ha- 
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rak saiid; yer sitt" (Good morning, ladies). 
" His name is Hassan. It seems so queer to 
call him by clapping our hands, instead of 
using a bell." 

"Yes," said Mollie, smiling a greeting to 
her father, who was coming to meet them; 
" we have many strange experiences here." 

" Our Uttle Arab donkey-boy is waiting in 
the porch, gu-ls, with the chameleon he promised 
yesterday," said their father, as they rose from 
the breakfast-table and went out into the pure, 
soft air. In front of the hotel is a large stone 
platform covered with an awning, and elevated 
about six feet above the street, with which it 
is connected by steps. Here you may find the 
natiye pedlers aJl day, with their antiques and 
curiosities, while a crowd of donkey-boys Une 
the street, waiting for passengers. 

MoUie and Grace hastened out to where 
Abdallah stood with the promised chameleon. 

He carried it in his hand by means of a 
string tied tightly to the poor creature's tail, 
and exhibited it to the different persons in the 
porch with much satisfaction. 
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" Me fetchy he, lady," he exclauned, a broad 
smUe lighting up his swarthy fa<;e as he ad- 
vanced toward Mollie. 

A brother donkey-boy, with a solemn coun- 
tenance, stood near by. "He no Hve too 
much long," he said gravely, in his broken 
EngUsh; "dey no pleased with catchy — no 
can bear prison." 

" Ah ! " said Mollie with enthusiasm, " but 
mine will never know he is a prisoner, because 
I shall make him so happy. Why, I shall 
really become attached to him." 

" Ah, Miss Mollie," said a gentleman who 
stood looking on, "don't place your affections 
too devotedly upon him, for he is such a change- 
able creature." 

MoUie carried her new pet to her room, and 
there, in a large box covered with green gauze, 
the chameleon was left to make the best of his 
lot. 

For a few days he pined and sulked, a very 
unreconciled prisoner, and Mollie began to 
despair of ever making anything of him. But 
one morning, as the sisters sat trimming two 
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large sun-hats to wear during a trip up the 
Nile, a rustling noise on the sofa attracted 
their attention, and there was the little animal 
standing quite near, with one foot poised in 
the air, as if doubtful which way to go. 

" Ah, my dear," said Grace, " you are coming 
out of your hrown study at last ; now let us 
see you change colour. Give me a good look 
at you." 

He was standing on the crimson cushion of 
the sofa, and his whole body had turned a 
dark, strange red. He looked almost ludicrous 
as he stood eying the two girls boldly and 
curiously — ^that deep, narrow body, the back 
terminating in a knife-Hke ridge, the great 
head with its wide mouth, the long tail, the 
strange, prominent eyes, and queer feet. 
Mollie said to Grace, " They're just hke the 
feet of a parrot." 

"Yes," said Grace, holding up her hands, 
"or the palms of two outstretched hands 
placed at right angles to one another." 

" No wonder you can walk so securely on 
the smallest branch, you queer cie^tux^" ^^ 
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MoUie ; and then added energetically, " Grace, 
I'll tell you just what he looks Uke, for all the 
world — ^a mmiature crocodile ! " 

Suddenly a fly passed by, all unconscious 
what an enemy lay in wait; and the chameleon, 
with a quick dart of his long tongue, seized 
his unsuspecting victim, drew it into his 
capacious mouth, and then very indifferently 
moved away in search of other prey. 

After this introduction the chameleon became 
very tame, and spent most of the time out of 
the box, either on exploring expeditions around 
the room, or basking in the warm sunKght 
from the windows. A favourite hiding-place 
was a green cambric wrapper belonging to 
Grace; and, notwithstanding her sympathy 
with Mollie in all her studies in natural history, 
she would much have preferred that the chame- 
leon had taken a fancy to some other resting- 
place. 

He would get very angry when Mollie 
attempted to transfer him to his own quarters, 
and would hiss wrathfully and try to bite her 
mth his weak jaws. After a while the Uttle 
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fellow grew so knowing, that when lurking in 
any forbidden plax^e he would hurry off at his 
quickest speed when he saw Mollie coming. 

Notwithstanding the repeated assertions 
that chameleons will not Uve if taken from 
their natural Uberty, this one certainly did 
grow and thrive well, much to Mollie's satis- 
faction ; but what eventually happened to this 
strange pet I will tell you in another chapter. 




CHAPTER III. 

AMONG THE BAZAARS. 

OME, girls," said Mr. Clifford one 
morning, " we must be off early if 
we intend to see the bazaars to- 
day. Colonel Dayton and Mr. Gordon have 
kindly offered to accompany us, and Yusuf 
and Abdallah are already in waiting, also the 
other little fellows with their side-saddles. 
Your mother and I will try donkey-riding for 
this trip; indeed, I suppose it is almost the 
only way in which one can get through these 
narrow, crowded streets." 

The girls were never very long in getting 
ready for their tours of observation, and soon 
made their appearance with cheeks glowing 
and eyes sparkling with anticipated pleasure. 

" Good morning, Miss Mollie," said Colonel 
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Dayton, looking down into the fresh young 
face. " I have a little antique here which 
Yusuf has procured for me ; will you accept 
it ? You know a soldier hasn't much use for 
such things." 

Saying this, he handed her a small scara- 
bcmSy set in gold, and ready to be hung as a 
chain ornament. 

The scarabseus is the common black beetle 
of the coxmtry, sacred to the sun, and an 
emblem of that god. Images of this insect 
were used as a religious ornament, being worn 
by the Hving as a sort of charm, and buried 
with the dead. Many of these images, carved 
in stone and wood, have been found wrapped 
in the bandages of mummies, the name of the 
king who was reigning at the time of em- 
balmment being engraved on the imder side 
of the beetle. Travellers prize these antiques 
very highly, and MoUie, of course, was deUghted 
with her gift. She hung it upon her watch- 
chain, assuring Colonel Dayton of her thanks 
and pleasure. 

"Yusuf has found another for you, Miss 
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Grace," said the colonel; "but the jeweller 
has not yet completed the setting. It will be 
finished in a few days." 

"You are very kind indeed," said Grace; 
" what nice mementoes of our visit to Egypt 
these scarabsei will always be !" 

They had now reached the Mouski, one of 
the most crowded streets in Cairo. It is always 
thronged with camels, donkeys, horses, car- 
riages, and people. The houses on each side 
are built somewhat Uke an inverted flight of 
steps, each story projecting a httle beyond the 
one underneath it, so that you could almost 
reach from the upper floor and shake hands 
with your opposite neighbour. The Mouski is 
full of shops of every description, some of them 
looking quite European. 

From here our travellers rode into the 
bazaars. 

"Ah!" said Mrs. CHffbrd, "here we have 
the old, unchanging Oriental life, as if fresh 
from the ' Arabian Nights.' Look at the stalls 
on each side of this narrow street — they are 
like a deep bay-window; and here are the 
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merchants, sitting cross-legged on Persian car- 
pets, coolly watching us, as if they had nothing 
else to do." 

" The characteristic pipe seems to be absent, 
Colonel Dayton; how is that?" asked Mr. 
Chfford. 

" This is the Eamadan," replied the colonel, 
"the annual fast : during its continuance nothing 
is eaten or drunk from sunrise to sunset ; the 
rule appUes to smoking also." 

" What are those gray-bearded men doing?" 
asked Grace, calling Mr. Grordon's attention. 

" They are chanting the Koran," he replied; 
"telling the names of Allah on their beads. 
See how absorbed they are. This Moham- 
medan religion is a strange thing : to its pro- 
fessors the Koran is what our Bible is to us, 
and there are some good things in the book." 

" It is like looking through a kaleidoscope 
to see these gay scenes," said Mollie. " I think 
I shaU never tire of going through these bazaars; 
there is always something to fascinate our gaze : 
the many-coloured, gay dresses, the invariable 
red fez, the flowing robes, the dark faces of 
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every shade, and then those queer-looking 
ladies enveloped from head to foot in black 
silk — what is it called ? habarah ? — ^with only 
their eyes visible above their white or black 
face-veil, as they sit perched upon their donkeys, 
or shuffle along on foot." 

" Shuffle, did you say ? " laughed Grace ; 
" the Cairene ladies would hardly feel comph- 
mented if they understood you." 

"Well," returned her sister, "that word 
certainly describes their slow, waddUng gait. 
But they are quite excusable, I think ; for who 
could walk gracefully in those big slippers, 
obliged also to hold the front edge of the 
habarah with both hands ?" 

" Then," said Grace, " there are the sakkas 
(water-carriers), with their dripping skins of 
water thrown over the shoulder ; they always 
remind me, with their goat-skin bottles, of the 
parables of our Saviour. There is one now, 
jinghng his brazen cups as he passes." 

" Speaking of water reminds me of the foun- 
tains which abound at the corners of the 
streets," said Colonel Dayton; " they are really 
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and bright that MoUie exclaimed with delight 
as they stopped to examine them ; and they 
all declared they would never tire of gazing at 
the beautiftd scarfs, slippers, sashes, table- 
covers, shawls, and vests of brilliant em- 
broideries. 

Mr. Clifford pm'chased, after much bargain- 
ing, which is always expected here, several of 
these admired objects, and some card-cases of 
sandal-wood for MoUie and Grace. In the 
perfume bazaar they bought some small bottles 
of ottar of roses; and, after an hour or two more 
of admiration, they started for the hotel. 

It was lunch-time when they arrived, and, 
without going to their rooms, they entered the 
dining-room and sat down to the table. 

MolUe had reached her last date, and was 
thinking how she would like to have them at 
home, fresh as these, when her attention was 
drawn to a Frenchman opposite her, who had 
just, in a very commanding tone, ordered the 
waiter to bring him some salad. MoUie had 
often noticed him at dinner, and observed his 
querulous manner, and how unkindly he treated 
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the waiters, who always seemed to be trying 
to serve faithfully. 

A dish of crisp green lettuce was now 
brought to the dainty fault-finder, who, with- 
out a word of thanks, proceeded to help him- 
self. 

Suddenly out from the fresh green leaves, 
hissing in wrath, crept a chameleon, its colour 
at first a beautiful bright green, which changed 
to a dull brown as the animal touched the 
table. 

The Frenchman became livid with wrath, 
and turned fiercely upon the waiter. 

MoUie gave one startled look at Grace, 
which was excitedly returned, and the two 
girls quickly left the room and hastened to 
their chamber. MoUie ran to the box; its 
lid was open, and it was empty. Close at 
hand, a long, low window, leading into a bal- 
cony, stood wide open. 

" Grace I " said MoUie, clasping her hands 
excitedly, " I forgot to shut that window 
before we went out, and there that little mis- 
chievous thing has escaped; he must have 
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gone down the side of this balcony, skulked 
into the kitchen, and hidden himself away in 
that dish of salad. I'll never trust a chameleon 
again!" 

Grace inwardly rejoiced at the departure of 
the chameleon, but she had the kindness of 
heart to suppress the feeling, and really felt 
sorry for Mollie's discomfiture. 

But the remembrance of the Frenchman's 
annoyance was too ludicrous to recall with 
sober faces, and the two girls sat down opposite 
each other and laughed till tears ran down 
their cheeks. Mr. and Mrs. CliflFord found 
them thus a few minutes later, and joined 
heaxtUy in the merriment. 

They broke up the box that afternoon, but 
MoUie and Grace never forgot the ludicrous 
event of the day and their changeable chame- 
leon. The hedgehog also disappeared about 
this time; and, much to Grace's satisfaction, 
MoUie decided to cherish no more Egyptian 
pets. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A RIDE TO THE PYRAMIDS. 




VERYBODY who goes to Egypt 
visits the Pyramids. They are the 
goal of one of the first excursions 
which travellers make on reaching that Eastern 
land, and for these monuments of a past age 
our friends started one morning, MoUie and 
Grace accompanying their parents in a com- 
fortable barouche, while Colonel Dayton and 
Mr. Gordon attended them on horseback. 

The father of Colonel Dayton had been an 
old friend of Mr. Clifford, and the whole family 
naturally felt a great interest in the young 
man, who had now been two years in Egypt, 
in the army of the Khedive. Mr. Gordon, the 
young EngHshman, was spending the winter 
in Cairo, his health needing a change from the 
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cold winds and damp fogs of England. Both 
gentlemen were boarding at Shepheard's Hotel. 
As at that time the duties of the officers were 
very light, the colonel had ample time to devote 
to his fnends. 

Before starting on their excursion, our party- 
provided themselves with a hearty lunch of 
cold chicken, sandwiches, fruit, &c., being de- 
termined to take the trip leisurely ; and about 
ten o'clock they drove away from the hotel, 
and passed swiftly along the Esbekieh, soon 
reaching a great iron bridge spanning the 
Nile. After crossing this bridge they found 
themselves upon a fine hard road, which the 
Khedive of Egypt has had made, and which 
extends nearly the whole way to the pyramids, 
a distance of ten miles. On each side are 
thick-foHaged acacias, throwing their branches 
far overhead until they almost interlace. 

The soft air blew gently in their faces as they 
leaned eagerly forward, and looked far away 
over the broad level fields. 

" How far one can see in this clear atmos- 
phere 1 " exclaimed Mr. Clifford. "It is a 



58 A RIDE TO THE PYRAMIDS. 

splendid place for photographing. I intend to 
buy a good many scenes while here. There 
are some Nile views and pictures of ruins that 
I have admired exceedingly." 

" Hark ! " said Grace, lifting her finger 
cautiously, as the sweet song of a lark trilled 
softly on the air. 

And " Look ! oh, look ! " exclaimed MoUie, 
pointing to a white ibis that stood on a little 
sandy point, drinking from the water of the Nile. 

Now they passed a mud-hut, from which 
children crowded out to beg backsheesh ; and 
an old Arab pedler, walking by the side of his 
donkey, which was laden with his wares, sang 
his monotonous chant. 

"Their singing is nothing but a measured 
recitative," said Mr. Gordon, riding close to 
the carriage. 

" Yes," said Mrs. Clifford ; " that expresses 
it exactly. We shall hear enough of it during 
our trip up the Nile." 

It was a beautiful day. The repose of 
August weather rested in the radiant sky. 
Above was a dreamy murmur of summer 
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insects swarming in the warm air ; all around 
waved green grain, and a tangled mesh of 
flowering lupin clustered here and there. 
Palms beckoned friendly with their waving 
branches; and Grace fancied that the breath 
of the sweet morning was whispering Egyp- 
tian secrets. Grace heard them, if it was so. 
Earth always seemed to xmfold its mysteries 
to her with her poet soul. 

" This land is indeed a place for dreams," 
said Colonel Dayton thoughtfully, as they 
advanced more slowly, and his horse walked 
quietly by the carriage. " Its Egyptian days 
are perfect; you seem to breathe the sun- 
hght; it creeps into your very lungs and 
heart; the light has a rich, creamy quality, 
and the forms of the landscape are smoothed 
and softened — ^not standing out sharp and 
clear, as do ours." 

" I used to think," said Mollie, " when I 
was a Httle child, that the East lay near the 
rising sim, and always till now I have felt 
what an absurd little thing I was ; but now 
the old feeling comes back." 
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*' Ah," said Grace, " I shall be lost in a 
sun-dream many times while we stay in this 
country." 

So, advancing, the heavily-foliaged acacias 
bowered them with their waving shadows; 
they fringed and arched the long road, and 
through their trunks at last the pyramids 
stood out sculptured sharply against the sky, 
looming in the faint haze of noon. 

They had left the pleasant road now, and 
were struggUng through the heavy sand, which 
is ever drifting, drifting here around these 
memorials of a past age. 

There are three pyramids at Ghizeh, the 
largest of which towers nearly five hundred 
feet above the sand. At last our travellers 
stood at its base, and looked up at its vast 
proportions. 

" Isn't it wonderful how those ancient 
masons laid these great blocks in order?" 
said Mollie. 

" It is indeed," repUed her father. " Some 
of them are thirty feet in length, and many 
are three feet or more in height." 
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"Ttere axe two hundred courses of this 
masonry, one above the other," said Mrs. 
Clifford, looking timidly upward. " I shall 
give up all idea of ascending this mountain, 
and will sit here in its shadow and watch you : 
it is certainly more than I dare undertake." 

''Mrs. CUfford, allow me to remain with 
you," said Mr. Gordon. " I do not feel able 
this morning to do much climbing, and per- 
haps it will be more prudent not to overtax 
my strength." 

" I think it will, my dear young friend," 
repUed Mrs. Clifford with a kind motherly 
smile ; " and I shall be very glad to have your 
company." 

There is a two-story framed building near 
the pyramid, which the Khedive has had 
erected, and here Mrs. Clifford and Mr. Gor- 
don seated themselves while the remainder 
of the party prepared to ascend the height. 
A group of dirty Arabs surrounded them, 
each one insisting on being engaged as assist- 
ant in the undertaking. Some travellers were 
already climbing the pyramid, those who had 
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reached the top looking Uke Kttle black 
objects to those below. Many groups were 
gathered m the buHding, and voices in aU 
languages echoed through the rooms. 

Yusuf was among the crowd of donkey-boys, 
having brought a young fop out to see the 
wonder of the world. The gentleman was 
evidently disappointed m the pyramid. He 
looked up at it through his eye-glasses very 
critically, and then turning to an EngUsh 
officer who stood near, said, — 

"Well, this is the great pyramid over which 
you all rave : I don't see anything remarkable 
about it. It took one huudred thousand men 
twenty years to build it ! Pshaw ! we could 
put one just like it up in Central Park in a 
fortnight." 

The old officer, turning to a friend near, said 
in a low tone, — 

" He reminds me of a young man I saw at 
Niagara Falls when I was in America. Look- 
ing at that awful mass of water he said, with 
a yawn, ' Oh, ah, call this Niagara Falls, eh ? 
I don't see anything so wonderful about it.' 



A BIDE TO THE PYRAMIDS. O 



u 



*What did you expect to see?' I cried, 
— * the Atlantic Ocean tumbKng out of a 
cloud ? ' " 

Mr. Grordon and Mrs. Clifford were much 
amused. 

"Ah," said she, "there are many such 
natures in the world; blind to grandeur and 
beauty, how much enjoyment they lose ! " 

In the meantime our pyramid climbers 
were dragged upward from stone to stone. 
Grace did not dare look back, down the 
dizzy height, but kept her eyes fixed steadily 
upward; and as she toiled on there came 
swiftly through her mind this thought : — 

" So must it be all through my life : if I 
only keep my heart fixed above me, all will 
be well ; but if I look down — dear Saviour, 
help me always to look up to thee ! " 

" Miss Molhe," gasped Colonel Dayton, as 
they neared the top, " you said when we were 
standing at the base of the pyramid that the 
upper stones looked smaller than the lower; 
you don't think so now, do you ? " 

" No, indeed, I don't," said Mollie emphat- 
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ically. " I believe they are getting larger in- 
stead of smaller." 

At last, out of breath and with ruddy cheeks, 
they stood on the summit, and, as soon as they 
recovered themselves a Kttle, looked off on the 
landscape that lay spread Uke a vast painting 
around them. 

There, marking its course by a gUttering 
radiance and a gleam of green on each side, 
lay the Nile, winding toward the north ; Cairo 
lay in the distance, and here and there were 
villages half hidden in palm-trees; beyond 
stretched the Mokattam range of mountains, 
whence it is supposed were dug the stones 
which compose the pyramids. Opposite, reach- 
ing away into the faint horizon, sand and rock 
shone in the bright sunlight. 

As our friends talked of the mystery of 
these mighty monuments, and of the wicked 
Cheops, the supposed builder of the one on 
which they stood, one of the guides, a great 
muscular fellow, advanced his opinion con- 
cerning their construction, and gravely as- 
cribed their origin to effreets (giant spirits). 
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At last they began the descent, and in less 
than lialf an hour were resting in the shade 
below. 

After lunch they all entered the pyramid, 
through the small entrance, which is here, as 
well as in every pyramid, placed on the nor- 
thern side. 

A Ughted candle was given to each one, and 
then, led by Arab guides, they passed through 
a long slippery passage, prevented from faUing 
by notches cut for the feet. So, now crawhng 
through mere apertures, again walking in lofty 
halls, half sUding, half scrambling over the 
sUppery floors, they reached what is called the 
"King's Chamber," which contains nothing 
but an empty sarcophagus, a cold stone coffin. 

From here they went to the "Queen's 
Chamber," where their attention was called to 
several passages leading in various directions. 

"Oh," said MoUie, "I shudder at the 
thought of what acres of stone separate us 
from the dayhght ! What an awful weight 
above our heads ! " 

The sunshine and pure air were very wel- 

(620) g 
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come after that dismal place and noisome at- 
mosphere. 

After a little rest they walked towards the 
sphinx, and long stood gazmg on that mon- 
ster of the desert crouching in the sands, 
which ever drift against its sides and will not 
be stayed. 

The sphinx is carved out of the Uving rock, 
excavated for the purpose to a depth of more 
than sixty feet ; it is compounded of the bust 
of a man with the body and legs of a Hon. This 
combination is supposed to symbolize the union 
of intellect and power required in a king. The 
figure lies with its face towards the Nile, gaz- 
ing out into the east as if awaiting some mys- 
terious summons. The height, from the crown 
of the head to the platform between the paws, 
is sixty-two feet; the body is one hundred 
and forty-three feet in length, and the paws 
protrude fifty feet more. 

"Ah," said Colonel Dayton, "man may 
strive to excavate and explore around this 
half-buried form ; but while he sleeps, the sand 
drifts back and buries the giant paws ag^in." 
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" How broken and worn the features are," 
said Grace, softly; "and still it seems to be 
looking, sadly looking, into the far distance 
with a stern, pitying expression that strangely 
fascinates me." 

The afternoon was far advanced when our 
friends bade farewell to these great wonders of 
Egypt, and drove back to the city ; and as they 
entered the crowded streets and were whirled 
rapidly along, there came to them that most 
striking of all Eastern soxmds — the muezzin 
cry, quivering in swelling cadences from the 
balcony of a distant minaret, soft and vibrat- 
ing, sinking into the starry silence, Uke a voice 
from heaven calling, " God is great ! Come to 
prayer. Prayer is better than sleep. Come 
to prayer ! " 

" From housetop and plain, from pyramid 
and valley, the Moslems answer that call," 
said Mr. Gordon thoughtfully. "Now they 
are prostrating themselves in the dust, bow- 
ing before their Maker." 

" There is something impressive in a Mo- 
hammedan's devotions, notwithstanding his 
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many forms and ceremonies," said Mrs. Clif- 
ford. " If every Christian the wide world 
over poured as much intensity into his reH- 
gion as some of these Arabs seem to feel for 
theirs, the blessed Name which we love, even 
that of Jesus, would be better known, and his 
dear love more powerfully felt and cherished 
than it is now." 

"Yes, indeed," said Grace tenderly; "the 
love of Christ is a more powerful motive than 
any which these Arabs know : and how ear- 
nestly we ought to strive for that intensity of 
purpose, whether under these silent Egyptian 
nights, or far away in the dear land of frosts 
and snows — our own dear America." 



CHAPTER V. 



CHURCHES AND MOSQUES. 




" 1^^ SUPPOSE," said Mr. Clifford to 

one of the American missionaries 
who was accompanying our friends 
to the different places of worship in Cairo one 
afternoon, "that there is a great variety of reK- 
gions here, there are so many different peoples." 
" There is, indeed," repKed the missionary ; 
"but numerically the Moslems predominate. 
Among the others are Copts, Jews, Syrians, 
Greeks, Armenians, and Europeans generally. 
Like all other Oriental towns, Cairo is divided 
into sections : thus there is the Copt quarter, 
the Jews' quarter, the Frank quarter, and 
so on. The different trades gather together, 
just as they did in the olden times of Egypt ; 
and so you will see the braziers' quarter, 
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occupied only by those who work in metal ; 
the saddlers' quarter, for dealers in leather 
goods; the shoemakers' quarter, the carpen- 
ters' quarter, and others." 

" Probably this assembUng together of those 
who worked at the same trade arose from 
motives of defence and protection, as well as 
convenience in business," said Mrs. CUfford. 

" I think so," replied the missionary, "especi- 
ally in the lawless days gone by; and even 
now the precaution is a valuable one for 
those upholding a different religious belief 
from the Moslems, who, in their fanatic zeal, 
can easily be worked up to an unrelenting 
hatred and persecution of those who do not 
accept their doctrine." 

" The Greek Roman Catholics have a new 
church here, have they not ? " asked Mrs. Clif- 
ford. 

"They have a very handsome one, orna- 
mented with many pictures, but wholly with- 
out images." 

" Who are the Greek Roman CathoKcs ? " 
asked Grace. 
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"They are Orientals by birth, who, while 
deeply attached to the ceremonies of the 
Greek Church, have come to prefer the doc- 
trines of the Church of Rome ; and thus, while 
they retain all the outside marks of the Greek 
Church, they place themselves under the au- 
thority of the Pope, and adopt the Romish 
faith/' 

" I suppose the native Church of Egypt is 
the Coptic," said Mrs. Clifford. 

"Yes; and the Copts are said to be the 
native Egyptians. Their style of features and 
general shape of the head bear a striking re- 
semblance to the sculptures and pictures of 
the ancient Egyptians on the walls of the 
temples and tombs. They are very proud of 
their antiquity." 

" I have heard the Copts denounced as 
wholly debased and degraded," said Mr. Clif- 
ford; "but it seems to me that the very 
fact of their holding fast to their religion, in 
the midst of the persecution and^ scorn which 
so long have followed them, shows that they 
are not without principle." 
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" There are some fine charactei's among 
them," repKed the missionary. 

As they thus conversed, the carriage drew 
up at the celebrated mosque of Mehemet Ali 
They stood upon the height where it is built, 
and took a view of the city of Cairo, lying 
all around and below, beautiful and glitter- 
ing with its many minarets rising on every 
side, while beyond rolled the Nile to the sea, 
and the sand gleamed with that peculiar radi- 
ance never seen on anything but the Egyptian 
hills. 

"0 Egypt, land of hoary wonders!" ex- 
claimed Mr. Clifford ; " land of the pyramids, 
those grim sentinels of Time ; land of ancient 
learning, where mystery broods over every- 
thing, — ^visited in ancient times by warriors, 
like Darius the Persian monarch and Antony 
the Roman general, and in modern times by 
Bonaparte the great soldier ! " 

" To every Christian," said the missionary, 
" Egypt is associated with hallowed memories; 
but to me the sweetest thought is that it gave 
shelter to the Saviour of the world in his in- 
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fancy, when Herod sought his life. Oh that 
this beautiful country might be redeemed from 
the moral desolation which now reigns here ! 
My heart yearns over this people when I stand 
on a height like this, and look off over these 
vast plains. But let us enter the mosque." 

The attendants now came forward with 
yellow slippers, which all travellers are re- 
quired to draw over their own boots ; and thus 
awkwardly shod, our friends entered the large 
outer court, dragging their heavy feet over the 
marble floor, gazing on the lofty colonnade, and 
the large stone-roofed fountain in the centre, 
and the shining alabaster walls. 

The floor was covered with Turkish carpets, 
and from the roof hung numbers of unmense 
chandeliers. A few Moslems were present, 
muttering their prayers and wholly absorbed 
in their devotions, apparently quite indifferent 
to the travellers. 

Prom the mosque of Mehemet AH they 
went to the mosque of Sultan Hassan. The 
lofty roof and silent entrance are carved in con- 
cave, shell-like Moorish characters, and all the 
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inscriptions are indeed beautiful— but so ruin- 
ous ! All through the decaying roof of the 
fountain birds were buUding their nests, and 
filling the place with their songs and flutter- 
ings. The elegantly carved lattice-work is 
much broken, and the dehcate painting and 
heavy gilding are wearing slowly away. 

" No hand is lifted to stay the progress of 
the ruin," said the missionary/' for it 'Z^i 
a Moslem's religion to repair what Pate has 
marked with decay; so time does its work, 
and the beautiful old Moorish mosques are left 
to the years and destiny." 

As he spoke they turned to leave, and were 
soon on the way to the Mission House, which 
Mr. Clifford had not yet visited. 

This house became the property of the mis- 
sionaries through the generosity of the late 
Viceroy of Egypt, Said Pasha. It is situated 
upon the Esbekieh, or central square and park 
of Cairo, and has one of the best locations in 
the city. Here a church has been organized 
and a book dep6t opened, from which, in con- 
nection with the one in Alexandria, thousands 
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of copies of the Bible and other religious books 
have been scattered abroad. 

In the schools organized by the missionaries 
several hundred persons have been taught, 
and an influence is constantly going out from 
this Uttle band which silently but surely is 
a^compHshing that for which they are praying. 

" I heartily congratulate you on your success 
so far," said Mr. Clifibrd, as our party bade 
good-bye to tteir mi^onar, friends " I thkk 
Esypt is rising up out of her ruins, and once 
aJZ . the wilderness and the souLy place 
shall be glad, and the desert rejoice and blos- 
som as the rose.' 
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CHAPTER VI. 

AN INTERESTING DREAM — ^THE BOULAC MUSEUM. 

GKACE," exclaimed Mollie one 
morning, as the two girls were 
dressing for breakfast, "I had such 
a queer dream last night ! You know I had 
been reading in the evening about Nile mud 
and water goolahs " (jugs for water), " and no 
doubt the dream all came from that; but it 
was so distinct I can remember every word. 

" It seemed to me I was sitting here in 
our room on a very warm -day. There was a 
hot kamsin wind blowing " (a dry, hot wind 
which blows for several days during certain 
times of the year), " and I was partly reading 
and partly napping, while now and then I 
leaned forward and took a drink of Nile water 
from a goolah on a table beside me. I was 
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thinking what singular things they were, and 
how porous — as I saw how the water gradually 
oozed through the jar — and I suddenly threw 
down my book and exclaimed, — 

" * I should like to know something about 
these curious and useful vessels/ 

" * Which very praiseworthy desire may 
easily be gratified/ replied a hollow voice that 
sounded just as my voice did once when I was 
a little thing and plunged my head into the 
ice-pitcher for ftm, but had to call lustily for 
help to get it out. I looked at the jar in 
amazement. 

" ' Well/ I said, ' I think some of the old 
magicians of Egypt have returned. Do tell 
me, since you are so open-mouthed, little jug, 
where were you made, and how ? ' 

"*My birthplace,' began the goolah, *is 
Keneh, a large town situated on the Nile not 
far from Thebes. Keneh is the point where 
the Nile approaches nearest to the Red Sea, 
and, being only one himdred and twenty miles 
from Kasseir, is a great rendezvous for pil- 
grims on their way to Mecca, and every year 
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an immense caravan coUects here before start- 
ing on its desert journey. Do you know any- 
thing about Herodotus ? ' 

"Here the goolah paused for breath and 
my answer. 

" *A little/ I replied, blushing; but I didn't 
add, what you know so well, Gracie, that I 
always get sleepy over his books. 

"The jar continued its history. 'Well, 
Keneh is the very Neapolis that the old 
Greek historian describes, saying that it is 
more tolerant of foreigners than any other 
Eg3rptian town. The city is still called by its 
Greek name, KaneopoUs, or, as you would 
say, Newtown. Here it was that I came into 
actual existence. I say actual existence, for I 
have a vague memory of another life confused 
and dark — ^rushing waters Ufting me up, up 
at last from my quiet slumbers into a whirl- 
ing, muddy mass, until at length I felt a firm 
foundation beneath me ; then came rest, secu- 
rity, and as the waters subsided I lay under 
the burning sun on the bank of a river whose 
waves glided smoothly and tranquilly by. But 
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one day I was again lifted up rougUy, and 
borne away to what I found afterwards was a 
manufactory. And from this time my life 
really began, for I came out of chaos into 
creation. Travellers who visit the manufac- 
tories say that they could fancy they were in 
one of the ancient potteries, pictures of which 
may be found on the walls of the tombs, the 
scene is so like the paintings traced three 
thousand years ago. There is the wheel 
worked in the same way with the hand, and 
the lump of well-kneaded clay ; while the man 
shaping it into a jar might well be taken for 
one of those who, m the ages gone by, formed 
the pottery which now Hes beneath the sands 
in broken, eloquent pieces.' 

" * Yes,' I interrupted ; ' I have some pieces 
that I gathered from an old ruin near Alexan- 
dria. But the jars which the women carry to 
the river to fill, are they made at Keneh too V 

" ^ No,' said the goolah, perspiring very 
much at the thought of such labour on so 
sultry a day ; ^ they are made in the neighbour- 
ing village of Ballas. And how do you think 
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they transport these jars down the river? 
Why, they tie them together in large numbers 
and form them into a raft, then float them 
down the stream. Just imagine' — and the 
goolah heaved a long, hollow sigh — * what an 
anxious time it must be for those who guide 
the raft ; but collisions are very rare. Fancy 
a great square platform, composed of nearly 
four thousand large jfragile jars tied together 
with ropes and paJm branches, arranged in 
three tiers, the lowest row with their mouths 
upward, and the two remaining layers placed 
across them on their sides. On this queer- 
looking craft sit a crew of four men, one on 
each side, holding boughs of trees for oars, 
and so guiding their raft as it floats down the 
river with the current.' 

" ' So you are made of clay ? ' said I, as the 
goolah paused again for breath. 

" * Yes, my dear,' replied the jar, towing in 
a very patronizing manner, ' that is just exactly 
what I have the honour to be composed of — 
Nile mud ; and if you do as much good in the 
world as I do, there'll be many to hold you in 
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grateful remembrance. You will see, when 
you go up the Nile, some soft red ware some- 
thing like myself, but not fit to hold water, for 
the red washes off. It looks pretty, but that 
is all it is good for. Siout is the place 
where this is manufactured, and black pottery 
is made there too; but this is all very frail, 
and cannot be carried a long distance.' 

" Just as the jug said this it began to tip 
and laugh — such a gurgUng, rippling laugh. 
* Oh,' said I, * you Uttle humbug, you're a 
tippler, after aU.' Upon which this queer 
specimen of Egyptian pottery commenced to 
sing, ' Cold water, cold water ; don't you know 
I am singing a cold water song ? ' 

" I started up, laughing immoderately, and 
here I was by your side, with the morning 
sunshine pouring in at the window, and not a 
bit of juggling about me anywhere." 

Grace laughed heartily. " Well," she said, 
" I wish I could dream sensible dreams like 
that, but my sleeping thoughts are worthy 
of a madman. We can safely say of yours 
that it was *a dream which was not all a 
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dream.' But, Mollie, aren't you glad we are 
going to the Boulac Museum this morning, 
and in the afternoon to the Petrified Forest ? 
What an interesting day it will be ! " 

The Boulac Museum is one of the cliief 
objects of interest in Cairo. Thanks to that 
dauntless Frenchman, Mariette Bey, there is 
now a fine collection of Egyptian antiquities 
on exhibition. For more than twenty years 
this brave and patient man has laboured 
through difficulties of every description; but 
now the Khedive has come to his assistance, 
foimded the Museum, and pays him a yearly 
salary for the continuation of his work. The 
Museum is open to visitors every day except 
Friday, which is the Moslem Sabbath. Early 
in the mommg our friends, accompanied by 
Colonel Dayton, Mr. Gordon, and a few others 
from the hotel, started for this place of interest. 

As they entered the building, which stands 
on the bank of the Nile, their attention was 
directed to two very ancient sarcophagi, the 
oldest ever discovered. They are of gi'anite, 
square, and with flat covers. 
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*'Do you see these hieroglyphics?" said 
Colonel Dayton, pointing to some queer-look- 
ing characters on one side of the sarcophagus 
by which MoUie stood. " These mean, * The 
King's Son.' This sarcophagus is said to date 
back as far as 4235 B.C., in the time of 
Cheops, the supposed builder of the Great 
Pyramid. Now let us examine the jewels in 
this glass case. See what a splendid collection. 
They were taken from the gilded sarcophagus 
of a Theban queen. Notice how fine the 
workmanship is." 

" What valuable reUcs of the past they 
are ! " exclaimed MoUie. 

"And here," said Grace, leaning over an 
ancient chair, — "here are household articles. 
Look at that work-box ; it must be thousands 
of years old. Yes; and there are balls for 
children, and paint-boxes with colours and 
brushes; and there are knives and needles, 
bright and shining, — ^bottles and cups, looking 
as if just from the glass-blower's hands." 

"I think," said Colonel Dayton, directing 
their attention to a statue carved in wood, 
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'^ that this is the most wonderful thing in the 
Museum ; it will ever remain in my memory. 
It is made of sycamore wood, which is now, 
you see, as hard as metal. There is inteUi- 
gence in the expression of the face ; but the 
eyes are the most wonderful thing — they 
' seem to follow you wherever you go. They 
are inserted ; the whites are made of opaque 
quartz, the lashes of fine rims of bronze, and 
the pupil is a small crystal, so cut that it 
reflects a light Uke that of the human eye. 
How the face seems to Ught up, and the eye 
to sparkle like life, as the sunshine creeps in 
and falls upon it! Six thousand years this 
form has stood imperishable, the oldest statue 
now existing in the world." 

After standing a long while before this in- 
teresting figure, they walked about for some 
time among the statues, sarcophagi, and many 
curiosities, and at last went lingeringly forth 
from the interesting reUcs. 

In the afternoon they selected donkeys — 
Yusuf being on hand with Mark Twain — ^and 
having hired a guide, they started on an excur- 
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sion to the Petrified Forest, which Ues in the 
desert some miles from the city, and which is 
indeed a very singular place — a cemetery of 
dead trees. Passing out of the city they en- 
tered upon a caravan track. 

" This used to be the route of the Indian 
mail to the Red Sea," said Mr. Gordon. 

"Yes; and it is patronized yet by native 
travellers," rephed Colonel Dayton, " notwith- 
standing the railway to Suez." 

Eastward they took their way, further and 
further into the silence of the desert. Soon 
they were shut in by sandhills, in dreary 
monotony stretching away to the horizon on 
every side. 

" How like the sea this is ! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Clifford. " Look at the ripples, the wide 
expanse. And, to carry out the simile, there 
goes a ship of the desert," she added, pointing 
to a camel ploiighing its way towards them. 

" And what is this, mamma ? " said Grace, as 
they passed the skeleton of a camel, the bones 
whitening in the sun. " This may be called a 
shipwreck." 
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"Yes, indeed; that ship never came into 
port," said Mr. Gordon. "Poor old camel! 
he will travel these sands no more; his hours 
of burden-bearing are finished— no more toil, 
no more weary journeys; the desert -storms 
pass over him unheeded now." 

" Here," said the guide, suddenly halting 
before a few fragments of petrified wood, " de 
him." 

" What ? " said Colonel Dayton. 

"Why, de him; no see? It is de pet — 
what you call him ? " 

" The Petrified Forest ? " 

" Yes, sah ; dis is de one." 

" Not a bit of it, you scoundrel," said Col- 
onel Dayton, angrily; "you just go on. IVe 
been there, and I know you; you want to save 
yourself the trouble of going any further." 

The guide immediately swore by his eyes 
and everything sacred that this was the place ; 
but finding that it was of no use, he at last 
went on, not at all angered by the opposition, 
but singing as merrily as ever. 

Finally they came to the real object of the 
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travellers' interest. Whole trees of all sizes 
lay here and there in the sand, all hard as rock, 
completely petrified. 

Most of them were palms, and of these Mr. 
CliflEbrd measured one, and found it to be sixty- 
two feet in length. They wandered about in 
this weird-looking scene among the fallen giants 
lying in their mysterious silence, gathering here 
and there a specimen of the wood to keep as a 
memento of the visit, and then, warned by the 
declining sun, they commenced their return. 
The twiUghts are so brief that it was nearly 
dark before they had left the desert, and Mol- 
lie and Grace drew closer to their companions 
as they saw the evening shadows creep around 
them in this lonely place. 

So on, on, into the streets of the city, past 
Bibhcal scenes of every description, amid bark- 
ing of dogs and Arab music, until the hotel 
was reached and the excursions of the day 
were ended. 




CHAPTER VII. 

A COPTIC WEDDING. 

OULD you like to see an Egyptian 
wedding?" said Colonel Dayton, 
appearing at Mrs. CUflFbrd's sit- 
ting-room door one evening ; " if so, come 
quickly, and you will see a sight worth re- 
membering. The bridegroom is my Arabic 
teacher, a very handsome and a right clever 
fellow. Come, Miss MoUie and Miss Gracie, 
put down your books, and all follow me." 

The invitation was immediately accepted, 
and in a few moments Mr. CUfford and his 
wife. Colonel Dayton and Mollie, and Mr. 
Gordon and Grace, were walking merrily down 
one of the narrow streets of Cairo, where 
they soon overtook the bridal procession, 
which looked as if wrapped in flames as it 



A COPTIC WEDDING. 96 

slowly advanced amid hundreds of coloured 
torches. 

" Hark to the zagharut ! " (wedding laugh of 
joy) said Colonel Dayton, as a wild, sharp, 
trilling sound broke on the air. 

" I have tried many a time to make that 
sound," said Grace, " but never succeeded. I 
don't see how they get their tongues into a 
shape to produce it." 

A band of music accompanied the proces- 
sion, and now and then fireworks of great 
beauty illumined the scene. 

" Miss Mollie, youVe seen the bride," said 
Colonel Dayton. " Don't you remember pass- 
ing ^ young lady in a carriage one day, when 
we were walking near the Esbekieh gardens, 
and how, as I turned to speak to Uttle Yusuf, 
she Ufted her veil and smiled at you ? " 

" Oh," said Mollie, " is that tiny creature 
the bride ? Why, Colonel Dayton, she is not 
as old as I am. I don't believe she's a day 
older than fifteen, and I am sixteen.— Gracie, 
you remember her, don't you 1 such a sweet 
face; great wondering black eyes, teeth white 
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as milk, and cheeks all dimples and colour. I 
took in aU the beauty in that brief moment, 
and have been so glad ever since that she gave 
me such a pleasure." 

" There she comes ! " exclaimed Grace, as the 
bride slowly made her appearance. A heavy 
cashmere canopy enveloped her, and two little 
boys walked just ahead, bearing censers, the 
smoke of which must have poured directly into 
the face of the poor girl with stifling power. 

" Dear httle thing ! " exclaimed Mollie im- 
pulsively. "How her young heart must be 
throbbing under all that weight of gold coins 
and load of lace ! See, Grace, what a rich 
white silk she has on ; and that flowing thing 
of lace — isn't it exquisite 1 What a mass of 
diamonds fastens her white face-veil to her 
turban ! " 

The gentlemen now joined the male friends, 
who walked in advance of the bride, while the 
young ladies and their mother followed among 
the female guests behind her. Two httle 
boys continuaUy ran among them with silver 
flasks in the form of a pomegranate, from 
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which they jetted a spray of delicious perfume 
into the faces of the guests. Mollie and Grace 
could smell it in their hair for days afterwards. 
As they approached the house black slaves 
met them, handing each a lighted taper. Then 
a sheep was killed on the doorstep ; the bride, 
in her ghstening white robes, was carried over 
it ; and all the guests, bearing their lights and 
walking over the blood (the body having been 
drawn away), went in to the marriage; and the 
door was shut. 

" Grace," whispered MoUie, " I can almost 
fancy I am going to the wedding with the ten 
virgins of old." 

They were conducted to an upper room, 
where sat the waiting bridegroom, sitting in 
one of two grand-looking chairs, and wrapped 
in a cloak of white silk, embroidered with sil- 
ver and gold ; and here, amid singing, beating 
of cymbals, burning of incense, the zagharut, 
and much unintelligible reading by the priests, 
the ceremony was performed. 

When the bride entered, closely veiled, and 
took the vacant chair beside the bridegroom, 
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there was a perfect storm of music and ap- 
plause. Four priests officiated at this strange 
wedding, but three of them were blind, and 
these filled the air with incense and muttered 
uninteUigible prayers. 

MoUie declared afterwards that she was 
" never so incensed in her Ufe." 

At last the priest who could see bound the 
waiting couple together with . several yards 
of tape, then knocked their heads together, 
and finaUy placed his hands heavily on their 
fo^headsf tatowed upon ^ J blea«.«, 
and the marriage was concluded. 

Our friends were glad to be out in the open 
air again, for the ceremony had lasted some 
time, and the air within had become almost 
unbreathable. Mollie and Grace were so ex- 
cited with the tumult and novelty of the 
affair, that it was dayUght before they fell 
asleep, and then it was only to dream con- 
fusedly of brides, blind priests, and dead sheep. 




CHAPTER Vni. 

YUSUF'S DETEBMINATION — ^WHIRLING DERVISHES. 

|NE morning Grace was returning 
from the mission house, where she 
had gone to take back a book that 
she had borrowed from one of the young 
ladies. She was riding Yusuf s donkey, and 
the Uttle feUow was running beside it. As 
they passed through one of the more quiet 
streets, Grace saw that the boy was crying. 
Her kind heart immediately responded with 

"What is the matter, Yusuf? What 
troubles you ? " 

" lady," he replied, " me all de time heart 
heavy. Me watch Christian great while ; see 
he not like Moslem. Me want be Christian " — 
laying his hand on his heart. 
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Then looking cautiously around, he said, 
" Me 'jfraid tell dis ; if dey know, dey kill me. 
Oh, Moslem hate Christian dog ! " 

Grace hardly knew what to say, she was 
so astonished, having no idea that the poor 
donkey-boy had been brought under Christian 
influences. She had heard the missionaries 
tell how almost impossible it was to turn a 
Mohammedan's faith ; and in one or two cases, 
where one had gone over to the Christians, he 
was fearfully persecuted. No wonder the 
little boy was afraid. 

Finally she found voice to say, " I am glad 
you want to follow the Lord Jesus, Yusuf. 
He is the best Friend that any one can have. 
How long have you been thinking of this 1 " 

" Me no t'ink too much long ; but oh, now 
me no go back. American mission, he talk to 
me many times ; he tell me how Jesus die for 
me, and now me want Him. But all is dark. 
Me walk all alone ; me cry, ' Lord Jesus, help 
poor Arab boy.' " 

" Yusuf," said Grace thoughtfully, " would 
you be wiUing to sufier for the dear Jesus' 
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sake? He says, if any one would be his 
disciple, he must take up his cross and follow 
him, and let every one know that he means to 
follow Jesus, and Uve a pure, good life." 

Yusuf was silent a while, as if thinking 
deeply. 

" Yes, me die for him ! " he exclaimed with 
all the impulse of his Egyptian nature, as he 
looked up in Grace's face, and his eyes shone 
with an expression she had never seen in 
them before. " Me said me 'fraid, lady. No, 
no ! 'fraid all gone now. If Jesus take me, I 
tell all the world Yusuf be Christian ! " 

Grace looked wonderingly at the child. 
*' Yusuf," she said, " I should like to tell my 
father. I am sure he will be a friend to you 
and help you." 

" Me like he know," he said, wiping his 
tears on his sleeve, his heart lighter than it 
had been for a long while. 

" In the meantime, Yusuf, don't say any- 
thing to anger your companions. Do not 
tell your determination to them yet, but try 
to do right, and as if your dear Saviour were 
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walking right beside you and looking down 
into your heart. I will ask papa what can 
be done to help you, and I shall pray for you 
very earnestly." 

" T'ank you, lady," replied Yusuf gratefully, 
and with a "Good morning" Grace ran up 
the hotel steps. Her heart was full of thank- 
fulness. "One more soul has found thee, 
dear Saviour," she whispered. " Oh, may this 
poor, ignorant boy be true to thee, and become 
at last a bright gem in thy crown 1" 

As soon as she could, Grace confided 
Yusuf s secret to her father, who entered into 
her enthusiasm with all the earnestness she 
could wish. 

" It is an unusual case," said Mr. Clifibrd. 
"We must talk with our missionary friends 
about it. They know him, and are the ones 
to help him. I will see what they say this 
very afternoon. WiU that satisfy my httle 
girl 1 " and the father leaned forward and 
kissed the white forehead laid so lovingly on 
his shoulder. 

" These people are a queer race," said Mrs. 
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Clifford, as the family talked in the seclusion 
of their sitting-room after lunch, discussing 
Yusuf and the Arab people in general. 

"That httle EngUsh lady who has Uved 
here so many years has been telling me some 
facts concerning them. I was quite amused 
at her account of one whom her husband 
employed as a syce, or footman. His name 
is Hassan." 

" Oh," said MoUie, " I do think, to see one 
of those runners bounding along before the 
horses, as they go through these crowded 
streets, is one of the most novel and interest- 
ing sights that we find here. How every one 
gets out of the way when one of them is seen, 
waving his wand and shouting in Arabic, 
' Clear the way ! ' his spangled vest gUttering 
in the sun, and his broad white sleeves flow- 
ing backward tiU they look like great flutter- 
ing wings. But, mamma, do tell us about 
this Hassan." 

"She said he was black as ebony," said 
Mrs. Clifford, "tall, erect, with well-shaped 
limbs and tremendous muscles; merry eyes, 
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finely cut features, a kind disposition, and a 
most obliging spirit ; in evey respect a faith- 
fill servant, but without any judgment. * If I 
told him/ she said, * to perform a certain act, 
he would go through fiire and water to do it ; 
but he would follow my directions to the very 
letter, without much regard to sense or order. 
I realized this once very much to my annoy- 
ance. We had been having some delightful 
social gatherings among the English people 
here, to celebrate the Christmas-tide, and on 
the last night of the year there was to be a 
grand reception, and a friend had offered me 
some flowers fi:om her garden to wear on the 
occasion. I promised that Hassan should 
call for them. Well, about sunset off Hassan 
started. "Now," said I to him, "if I should 
be engaged on your return, don't call me, but 
put the flowers in water." After he had gone, 
I threw myself on a divan in my room, and 
went to sleep, for that was the contemplated 
engagement; you see the unusual gaiety of 
the past week had made me very sleepy. 
" * On awakening I went out, rubbing my 
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eyes, to see my treasures, and was picturing 
to myself how I should wear them. There 
stood Hassan, keeping a solemn guard over 
the blossoms, which, strangely enough, were 
not at all fragrant; and coming nearer the 
bowl of water into which he had plunged 
them, behold, they were artificial flowers, 
and completely ruined ! My friend had sent 
me a note, saying that she could not find any- 
where in the garden the blossoms which she 
thought suitable, so she had sent me a very 
fine collection of artificial ones, hoping, &c. 
Do you wonder that I was angry ? When I 
cried, "Why did you do this?" Hassan 
repUed, with the most surprised look, " Why, 
l^y> you told me to put them in water, and 
so I did!" 

" * Mrs. Clifford, that act was characteristic 
of the whole race ! Well, I had told him, as 
he said, and how could I censure that which 
at another time would be commended? Every- 
thing in this world depends upon result.' " 

They all laughed heartily at poor Hassan's 
mistake, and several other stories followed; 
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following, and the great curiosity of their 
costume lay in their caps, which were of 
brown felt, and which MoUie declared looked 
exactly like a flower-pot. 

Finally, after much bowing to the sheikhs, 
a chapter of the Koran was read, and the 
whirling began, to the music of a drum and fife. 

At first the whirlers went very slowly, 
gradually quickening their speed, each one 
turning on the soles of his feet, not the toes, 
with his heels kept near together, during the 
whole performance, which continued a fall 
half-hour, with only two short intervals of 
three minutes each. They kept their arms 
extended straight out from their shoulders, 
with the back of one hand and the palm of 
the other uppermost. Their eyes were nearly 
closed, but not once did they jostle one an- 
other, though there were twenty of them in 
their revolving robes, whirhng more and more 
rapidly until the whole area assigned to them 
was filled with the dizzy crowd. 

Grace and her mother were obliged to close 
their eyes, the performance made them so 
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giddy. But MoUie didn't like to lose any- 
thing, so she kept watching, thinking one of 
them, at least, would surely give up. But 
no ; still they revolved, to the music of the 
drum and fife, without any apparent incon- 
venience or impleasantness, and so the half- 
hour went by. Then another chapter of the 
Koran was read, the whirlers were dismissed 
with a blessing, and the strange exhibition 
came to an end. 

I cannot imagine," said Mr. Cliflford, 

how so serious a people as the Moslems can 
indulge in such a ridiculous custom." 

" They are a very childish set of people, 
it seems to me," replied his wife ; " and how 
superstitious they are ! what absurd tales they 
beheve ! what charms they wear ! what ridicu- 
lous devices are practised ! " 

" Well," said Grace, " nothing could induce 
me to go there again. It seems like a mockery, 
and my head is in such a whirl I can hardly see. 
It will be good to get to bed and go to sleep." 

' " Hark ! " said MoUie, leaning from the 
carriage, " what is that ? " 
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"A quarrel, I reckon/' said Mr. Clifford^ 
quite unconcernedly. " But these Arabs never 
have any very serious ones ; they don't come 
to blows." 

" I teU you, papa, this is more serious," 
said MoUie, her voice trembhng with excite- 
ment. "They are beating a poor donkey- 
boy; there's a perfect mob of them, and O 
dear ! I do believe it's Yusuf." 

Mr. Clifford rose in the carriage and looked 
forward. 

"The boy has been proclaiming his new 
faitt, perhaps a.d the/are p.^ tkeir 
wrath," he said. 

"0 papa," cried Grace, shuddering, "how 
dreadful ! " 

" Let us hurry, papa," said MoUie, " and go 
to his assistance." 

Mr. CHfford gave an order to the driver, 
and the horses plunged swiftly forward. But 
suddenly loud tones of authority were heard, 
and into the midst of the crowd a horseman 
dashed, scattering them right and left. 

" II Bey Americano ! " (The American 
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Colonel) broke from their lips; and leaping 
to their saddles, they fled in every direc- 
tion. 

Colonel Dayton sprang from his horse and 
bent over the prostrate form of the boy, who, 
all stained with blood and perfectly uncon- 
scious, lay by the side of the road in the cold 
moonlight, breathing heavily. 

" This is a pretty piece of work ! " ex- 
claimed the colonel, as Mr. Clifford leaped 
from the carriage and joined him. " Those 
cowardly rascals have about killed the child. — 
Don't be frightened, ladies ; well have him all 
right in a moment." 

And the colonel, dipping his handkerchiet 
in a pool of water near by, bathed the boy's 
face, washing off the blood stains, while Mr. 
Clifford rubbed the cold hands vigorously. 

At last he gave a quick gasp and opened 
his eyes. 

Ah, he's better now," said the colonel. — 
Well, my boy, how are you ? The villains 
nearly pounded the life out of your little 
body. What angered them so ? " 
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" Dey said bad talk 'bout de Lord Jesus," 
he said faintly. 

"And you showed fight, eh?" repKed the 
colonel, coughing suddenly; "brave little 
soldier !— I think, Mr. Clifford, I'll caU that 
carriage and take the boy to the Mission 
House ; that's the place for him now." 

" And I will go with you, colonel." 

" Oh do, papa," said Grace ; " we can easily 
go home from here. Poor boy! I feel so 
sorry for him." 

" My syce is a faithful fellow — I will send 
him with you," said the colonel. — " Here, 
Ibrahim, take my horse and ride by the side 
of this carriage to the hotel. Then go to the 
stable and see that the animal is well cared 
for. He's all in a foam. I put the spurs into 
him so, when I dashed through that mob." 

" Iowa ! iowa ! " (yes, yes) said the syce, 
springing into the saddle. 

"Where Mark Twain?" asked Yusuf 
faintly. 

" Mark Twain ! " echoed Mr. Clifford, in a 
bewildered way. 
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" Oh," said the colonel smiling, " he means 
liis donkey. The cowards have stolen him. — 
leaver mind, Yusuf ; you shall be cared for." 

Yusuf wiped the tears from his eyes. His 
faithful donkey, that he had loved and fed and 
caressed — gone ! 

Surely his lot seemed very hard just then ; 
tut little Yusuf had yet to learn that all shall 
''work together for good to them that love 
God." 

When Mr. Clifford came home an hour 
afterward, he foimd the girls and their mother 
waiting for him. 

" It is just as 1 feared," he said. " Yusuf 
has told his companions that he has turned to 
the Christians ; and so incensed were they that 
they gathered together as he was going home 
to-night, and in their rage beat him unmerci- 
fully ; and now, to crown aU, they've gone off 
with his donkey." 

"What did the missionaries say?" said 
MoUie. 

"They are caring for him and giving him 
aU the sympathy in their power; but they 
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think, and so do I, that if he could go aws 
from Cairo for a while, the anger of his coi 
panions would pass away ; they are so impi 
sive. You see he's safe now within tl 
mission building, but so soon as he is able tc^ 
venture forth, he is liable to be attacked bj^ 
his enemies. What can we do for him, wife ? 
Shall we take him up the Nile with us ? " 

" That is a good idea," said Mrs. Clifford ; 
" he can be very useful too on the trip. But 
can you prevent the saUors from harming 
him?" 

" I think so, easily," replied her husband. 
"I will tell them at the outset that if they will 
treat him kindly I will give them each back- 
sheesh, but if one of them should presume to 
insult or injure him I'll put him overboard to 
the crocodiles." 

Mrs. Clifford smiled, and Mollie clapped her 
hands delightedly. 




CHAPTER IX. 

THE MAHMAL — ^A PEEP INTO A HAREM. 

jNLY two more days, MoUie," said 
Grace one morning, " and then we 
shall be afloat, sailing up the old 
Nile, the wonderful river. Where are we going 
to^y ? " 

" To-day," repeated Mollie, yawning. " Let 
me see. Why, Grace, to-day is the time for 
the great annual marching forth of the pilgrims. 
We must go out and see the procession, I sup- 
pose. Are you not getting almost tired of it 
all?" 

"No," said Grace thoughtfully, "I don't 
think I am, though we have been dissipating 
pretty constantly for a week or two. You are 
not quite well, Mollie, or you wouldn't feel 

80. 
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"Oh yes, I am well enough," laughed 
MoUie. " Look at my great red, fat cheeks. 
I'm lazy, Grace, that's all. I beHeve this cli- 
mate has that effect on some people." 

"Never mind; you shall rest when we go on 
board our dahaheyeh " (pleasure-boat). " What 
dehcious days those will be — days of letter- 
writing, and reading, and lounging on divans, 
with all that beautiful panorama passing be- 
fore us." 

" Then we shall have to use our eyes," said 
MoUie, breaking in on the picture suddenly. 
" Well, if we don't have to use our feet, I can 
bear it. That cUmbing the pyramid nearly made 
a cripple of me. I have actually felt ever since 
like some rheumatic old lady." 

Grace laughed. She was gifted with a very 
sweet laugh. It was never coarse, never ner- 
vous or hysterical, but always seemed to come 
just at the right moment, and, somehow, always 
brought sunshine with it, and left a musical, 
pleasant echo in one's memory long afterwards. 

" Well, you dear, lazy MoUie," she said ca- 
ressingly, " you wiU have time to recover from 
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that fearful exertion on the upward trip, for 
they say we do not stop to visit the ruins until 
on our way back ; so gather up your strength 
for the downward voyage." 

" They say," said MoUie, rubbing her ankles 
with Pond's Extract and groaning in a very 
comical manner, " that there are three ways oi 
going to Mecca : by riding, going on foot, or 
by proxy. I think I should prefer the last." 

An hour or two later our friends rode out 
into the crowd, and having found a comfort- 
able- shady place, they drew up to wait the 
approach of the procession. The whole city 
was in a state of excitement and joy. Every 
window was filled with eager faces, the streets 
were packed, and on every portico stood groups 
of eager sight-seers, aU intent on the same 
object. 

The natives aU seemed to be brimming over 
with happiness, and all who were able had on 
something new, if it were only a hujiehy (a gay 
silk handkerchief trimmed with rows of little 
balls). 

This is Hke a Christmas festival to them, 
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and presents to one another are the order of 
the day. Pistachio and peanut dealers were 
earning pocketfiils of money, and singers and 
beggars were busily plying their trades. 

" It is said that not less than seventy thou- 
sand Hadjis (pilgrims) depart from Cairo annu- 
ally for Mecca," said Colonel Dayton, who was 
on horseback, and now reined in his prancing 
steed near the carriage ; " but if the number 
fall short, it is made up by angels, who take 
the place of the missing men ! " 

" There must be a good many angels, then, in 
. this procession," said MoUie, as she glanced 
down the street where it was slowly advancing, 
" for there are not seventy thousand there." 

" I suspect," said the colonel, smihng, " that 
before long it will consist entirely of angels, for 
the number of pilgrims decreases every year." 

"Ah," said Grace, "how I should like to 
have seen it in the grand old days of the 
Mamelukes, who rode forth in gorgeous robes 
of crimson, gold, and blue, with splendid arms 
and jewels, while bands of dervishes went be- 
fore amid music and song." 
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This is what the vast crowd of sight-seers 
beheld : — At the head of the caravan was the 
Mahmal, which is a magnificent canopy or cover 
for a camel. Rising in the shape of a pyramid, 
it has on the top a ball and crescent of silver 
gnt, and is formed of rich brocade drawn over 
a wooden fiume, decorated with silver balls. 
Within are two copies of the Koran, in silver 
cases. A fine large camel bears this glittering 
burden, and this fortunate animal is ever after 
exempt from labour of all kinds. 

After this rode on another camel the Sheikh- 
el-Gemel (chief of the camels), who has the 
charge of the sacred animals. Then amid a 
great tumult of music the procession passed 
on, with its crowd of pilgrims all turned to- 
wards Mohammed's burial-place, and pressing 
on towards Mecca — a journey of thirty-seven 
days through the sands and home again. 

The sight-seers were glad to get back to the 
cool hotel, for the noonday sun was pouring 
directly down upon them. For a while the 
Mahmal was the chief subject of conversation. 

" It's a regular humbug," said the young 
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gentleman who declared New York could put 
up a pyramid in Central Park, in two weeks, 
that would beat old Cheops' tomb all to noth- 
ing; and though they didn't like to say so, 
Mollie and Grace privately agreed that the 
Mahmal was a humbug. 

« Come, ladies," cried a merry voice that 
afternoon, coming suddenly into Mrs. Clifford's 
parlour, "dress yourselves in gorgeous array, 
and we will visit an Egyptian harem." And 
the cheery little visitor, long a resident of 
Cairo, spread out her flounces and sat down to 
wait for the ladies to make themselves ready. 

" Mayn't I go too ? " said Mr. Clifford, with 
a smile. 

" Oh no, sir ! " laughed the lady, putting up 
her hands in mock astonishment and horror. 
" Fancy a gentleman demanding admittance to 
an Egyptian harem I Ah, sir, you can have 
your Masonic secrets and all that, but there is 
one thing in which we can triumph over you, 
and that is, we can penetrate the mysteries of 
an Egyptian home when you dare not cross its 
threshold." 
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Mr. Clifford laughed good-humouredly. 
" WeU," he said, " I shall expect to receive a 
foil account of all the wonderful interior this 
eyening, which will be as good as seeing." 

"Girls, put on your gayest dresses," said 
the lady ; " these harem women are so fond 
of bright colours. — Yes, Mrs. Clifford, that 
purple moire antique is just the thing for you." 
— ^And then, as Mollie and Grace appeared all 
ready, she exclaimed with evident pleasure, 
" Nothing could have been selected prettier ! 
Just right !— Grace, that pin of yours is the 
very thing to wear; such a compliment, you 
know, to their flag — ^the star and the crescent. 
— Good-bye, Mr. Clifford. I'm sorry we can't 
take you." 

" I should think," said Mollie, as they 
drove along, "that those poor harem women 
would be dreadfully miserable, and feel them- 
selves severely oppressed, being subjected to 
such seclusion as they are." 

"Well, they are not unhappy about it," 
returned their friend. " Indeed, they're proud 
of it ; and I know of some cases where women 
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have a great deal of liberty, and have actually 
come to the conclusion that they are not 
loved, and envy those women who are guarded 
with greater strictness 1 

" The people here are very strange in many 
respects. Do you know that an Arab be- 
heves, if he doesn't have trouble, that the 
Lord has forgotten him? There is a story 
told of one who was so prosperous that he 
was very unhappy, and complained to a friend 
that he had been overlooked by God. Some 
time afterwards the friend was called to see 
his prosperous companion, and found him with 
a broken leg, but rejoicing exceedingly, and 
showing his bandaged limb in triumph. ' Now,' 
said he, ' see that ; the Lord has remembered 
me!'" 

" It would be well, in this world of affic- 
tion, if we all could have a little of the Arab's 
spirit," said Mrs. Clifford, smiling. 

" How many wives are allowed an Egyp- 
tian ? " said Mollie. 

" Four," replied the lady ; " but it is very 
seldom they have more than one. If there 
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are two or more, the one first married holds the 
highest rank, and is called ' the great lady ' — 
Es-sitt el-kebe^reh." 

" There are white slaves from Circassia, are 
there not ? " 

"Yes; those are mostly in the possession 
of wealthy Turks, and often are held in higher 
consideration than the wives themselves." 

" Excuse me for asking you so many ques- 
tions," said MoUie, " but I am quite ignorant 
of the Egyptian customs, and feel anxious to 
know something about them." 

"You are perfectly welcome to ask any 
questions that you hke," said the friend, " and 
I will answer to the best of my abiUty." 

" Do the wives have the privilege of eating 
with the master of the family 1 " 

"Very seldom; indeed they are often re- 
quired to wait upon him when he dines, and 
bring him his coffee and pipes. In buying a 
slave, three days' trial is allowed the pur- 
chaser ; and during that time the girl remains 
in a friend's harem, where the women are 
required to report concerning her. And what, 
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do you think, among others, are considered 
sufficient reasons for returning her to the 

dealer ? " 

'' I am sure I cannot tell/' said Mollie. 

" Well," returned the lady, laughing, " snor- 
ing is one, gritting the teeth in sleep is 
another, while the third reason is having 
nightmare." 

A general laugh followed. 

"But what do the women find to del'' 
asked Grace. 

"They take care of their children and 
superintend their household affisdrs, even cook- 
ing some things; and very good cooks they 
are too. Then many of them can embroider ; 
and they often work handkerchiefs and differ- 
ent articles in gold and silver, and sell them, 
employing a woman who has this for her 
occupation, to take them out for sale. Then 
they visit one another, and gossip, eat, drink 
sherbet (a sweet drink made of sugar and 
water and flavoured with different extracts), 
and smoke ! They are very lively, and enjoy 
these visits immensely. The women of the 
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lower orders have a harder life to lead ; they 
axe made perfect drudges to their husbands: 
they must walk behind their hege lords in the 
streets; and if there is any burden to be 
carried, the woman is always the one on 
whose shoulders it is placed." 

As the lady thus chatted of the customs 
of the people, the carriage drew up before a 
very high house of several stories, each pro- 
jecting a little over the under one. 

As they alighted from the carriage their 
sais phed a heavy knocker upon the door; 
but before it was opened, MoUie noticed some 
strange characters in black and white above it. 

" What is the meaning of that ? " she said 
to her friend, who rephed, " It means, * He is 
the Creator, the Everlasting.' " 

A black slave called a bowab (doorkeeper) 
now admitted them, to whom their conductress 
said a few words in Arabic, and the bowab 
immediately led them through a winding 
passage into an outer court. Passing by 
several doors opening into this, they reached 
one called the bah el hareem (the door of the 
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harem). Here the visitors were received by 
a female slave and conducted to a flight of 
stairs which led directly to the ladies' apart- 
ments. 

" Now you must tell me," said Mr. Clifibrd 
that evening, " all the events of the afternoon. 
Take pity on my ignorance and reveal the 
secrets of the harem. What did you see? 
whom did you see? and what did you do 
there ? " 

"Well, you inquisitive papa," said Mollie, 
laughing, "to begin with your first question, 
' What did you see ? ' 

"Answer: A large room, with a lovely 
inlaid floor, Persian rugs all scattered about, 
and the walls all quilted crimson satin; the 
divans were also of the same material, and 
went all around the room. 

" * Whom did you see ? ' 

"Answer: Two ladies, seated on the di- 
van, who very graciously received us. One 
was young and rather pretty — a httle too fat, 
though. The other was old and ugly. She 
was the mother-in-law. You know these men 
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think highly of their mothers ; and once old 
Mehemet Ah was asked, ' What is the dearest 
relationship in the world?' to which he rephed, 
* The mother ! the mother I the mother ! ' 

" The ladies were both covered with jewels, 
and their dresses, flowing over their richly- 
embroidered vests and full trousers, were made 
of heavy cashmere. They were very cordial, 
and chatted away as fast as could be. Our 
friend acted as interpreter, but I did wish I 
understood Arabic. They had their eyehds 
blackened with hohhl. Did you know this 
black powder is made by burning the shells of 
almonds? They had their fingers stained 
with henna J a dye made of the leaves of the 
hennartree. After we had sat a while, the 
elder lady arose and clapped her hands, upon 
which some black slaves entered, bringing a 
small round table, on which they placed 
candies, nuts, and cakes, with sherbet in 
beautiful cut glasses. Then other slaves 
brought a basin and ewer of silver, which 
they called a tislit and ibriek. The former 
of these has a cover pierced with holes, 
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Avith a raised receptacle for the soap in the 
middle. While we held our hands over this, 
the slaves kneeled, and we washed our fingers 
in the water which they poured over them. 
Then we were cordially urged to partake of 
the viands." 

" One of the ladies cracked an almond with 
her teeth and handed it to me," said Grace. 
" I ate it because I knew she intended the act 
as a compliment, but I should have much pre- 
ferred another kind of nut-cracker." 

"After a while coifee was brought in in 
smaU jewelled cups, a music-box was set be- 
fore i. and the Ma. adnurad our dres^ 
and jewellery. Then we bade adieu to the 
harem, and were conducted to our carriage." 




CHAPTER X. 

ON THE NILE. 

jOLLIE, do you realize that at last 
we are on the Nile, actually set- 
tled in our floating home ? " 
It was a lovely afternoon. The sky, all 
cloudless and rose-tinted, flushed the river and 
shore until the waves shone ; and the barren 
sands, rising into rounded hills afar off*, 
gleamed golden and pearl-tipped against the 
horizon. 

The wind blew gently, so gently and steadily 
that the broad lateen sail hardly fluttered as it 
spread itself triumphantly and drew the boat 
along. 

Seated on the divans under the awning our 
friends loimged, watching the ever-changing 
scenery. The sailors, idle now, rejoicing in 

ceac) Q 
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crocodile, with its huge, hungry jaws, when 
all along the shore those peaceful branches 
reached out their arms of benediction, whis- 
pering plenty and peace, scattering finit, fur- 
nishing shade, giving material for so many 
useful things with their fibres and leaves ; even 
tjie pits of the fruit are ground into flour." 

" There is a race," said their father, " along 
the distant shore of the White Nile, who wor- 
ship the great trees." 

" In the tropics, under the burning sun," 
said Grace, " I can see how a heathen might 
feel tempted to do homage to them. But the 
pahn has many suggestions for us Christians. 
When I see its waving branches I think of 
the time when Christ rode into Jerusalem 
over the strewn boughs, and the palms seem 
saying as they sway, ' Peace on earth, good- 
will to men.' " 

" Yes," said Mrs. CUfford, closing the guide- 
book she had been reading, " I suppose that is 
why the old rehgious pictures always have 
a palm-tree, it is so associated with sacred 
things. Don't you remember Correggio's 
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beautiful painting of the * Flight into Egypt/ 
where angels are looking through palm- 
branches at the Babe and his mother ? " 

" I shall never, never forget that picture," 
said Grace. 

" Papa," asked MoUie suddenly, after they 
had been sitting silent for a long time, " don't 
you see a sail % I wish we could see some- 
thing of our fellow-voyagers." 

Her father took the glass and looked 
carefully. 

" There seems to be a craft of some kind 
not far behind. Perhaps it is the ImIu. 
She will soon overtake us. The colonel and 
Mr. Gordon will perhaps be on board ; they 
were to leave Cairo the day after us. Mr. 
Gordon's cousins, with whom they are coming, 
were stopping at the New Hotel in Cairo. 
I meant to call on them, but somehow we had 
so much on hand that I could not. But we 
shall have a chance to make their acquaintance 
now, for they will probably moor at the bank 
to-night, not far from us." 

The air had died away now, and wide 
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awake the sailors sprang ashore and com- 
menced tracking, harnessed to a rope by which 
they pulled the boat, walking along the narrow 
tow-path that wound close to the river's edge. 

Mollie and Grace sat curiously watching 
them while the waiter brought their even- 
ing tea to the upper deck — ^hot biscuits, cold 
chicken, salad and jeUies. The song of the 
sailors floated on the air. 

"Doesn't that remind you, Gi:ace, of the 
singing of the sailors on board the steamer 
crossing the Atlantic ? " said Mollie sleepily. 
" They used to say something about ' Whisky 
killed my brother John.' " 

"Yes," interrupted Grace, smiUng; "and 
then they all joined in, ' Whisky for the jour- 
ney ! ' I wonder if they can work any better 
for singing. Look at them. How easy it 
seems! Watch them climb that steep mud- 
bank ; what a proces^on of blue gowns I 
There, the rope is caught in something. See 
that man dash into the water and free it. 
Those mimosa -trees are very pretty; how 
they troop down to the water's edge like a 
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lot of thirsty children! Their yellow blos- 
soms shine out of their shadowy leaves like 
stars through drifting clouds. How the men 
work ! Do look at the sun shining through 
those palms. It is like hquid gold. What 
sunsets we do have here. I never saw such 
after-glows in my life; it seems as if they 
never would die away. They make me think 
of a Christian's life — even after he is gone from 
earth, still shining on, wrapping everything in 
a glow more beautiful even than the living 
presence." 

"There," said MoUie, "we are moored for 
the night. Come, Grace, let's change our 
dresses, we may have a call to-night; and 
then to supper." 

Two heavy wooden stakes driven into the 
bank held the dahabeyeh to the shore, to 
which a plank thrown across afforded passage. 

While our friends' take their tea in the 
sunset, and the sailors bow in their evening 
prayers, we wiU have a look at this floating 
home. It is a pecuKarly-shaped vessel, quite 
unlike every other craft, and very comfortable 
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and convenient. Its length is seventy -two 
feet, its width fifteen feet at the broadest 
part. Like all Nile boats she is flat-bottomed, 
on account of the shallow water in the spring. 
She has a sharp prow, pushes deep into the 
water forward, and has low bulwarks, hardly 
six inches in height along the sides, so that it 
is easy to pass in and out of the water, as the 
sailors have to do many times during the day. 
The kitchen is a httle place, hned with brick, 
about four feet from the bow; but from this 
little realm the cook contrives to send forth a 
great variety of dishes, notwithstanding the 
closeness of his quarters. 

Just behind the kitchen rises the mast 
thirty feet in the air. From its top, sus- 
pended by ropes, swings the long tapering 
yard, thick at the lower end and gradually 
growing smaller, its extreme point being quite 
thin ; and from it floats the streamer seventy 
feet above the deck. 

The enormous triangular lateen sail is 
carried by this long yard, and is made thus 
large in order to catch the wind when the 
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Nile is low and the steep banks high. There 
is a small sail at the stem which is not often 
used on the upward journey, but on the down- 
ward voyage it takes the place of the great 
sail, which is then removed. 

About midships two steps lead down to the 
saloon, which occupies the whole breadth of 
the boat. . There are windows on both sides 
with divans beneath reaching the length of 
the saloon ; a table in the centre, some chairs, 
and a bookcase, complete the furniture. 
Heavy curtains at the farther end of the 
room cover a narrow passage, out of which on 
each side open the sleeping-rooms. 

But the quarter-deck is the general sitting- 
room. There are some easy-chairs here, a 
divan running round its sides, and a table on 
which is generally found a pile of papers and 
books. Over this is the awning, which is 
always taken down at sunset and put up in 
the morning. 

The Httle boat with oars and boat-hook, 
in tow behind, is called a sandal, and is used 
for going ashore. 
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The name of this dahabeyeh is the Prin- 
cess; and when she shakes out her broad 
sail, and flies onward in the breeze, she looks 
as proud as if she knew her name and the 
precious freight which she carried. 



CHAPTER XT. 



MOTHER-LOVE. 




LONG day of sailing had again 
brought the Princess and the Lulu 
side by side, moored to the river 
bank at the little village of Ballas. MoUie 
was very much interested in this town, for she 
was reminded of her dream of the goolah, and 
as the boat furled her sail she leaned over the 
railing and looked earnestly forth. 

Above the steep bank palms were rustUng, 
and pigeons fluttering in vast numbers. 

Back and forth, to and from the river, 
numbers of women in their long blue robes 
were passing, with dripping water-jars poised 
upon their heads, some chatting unconcernedly 
as if utterly regardless of the burden which 
they bore, while others were filling their jars 
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at the river's brink. Some little brown-faced 
children had run down from the village to 
watch the approach of the dahabeyeh, and 
now sat cross-legged on the bank, watching 
the voyagers and occasionally calling for 
" backsheesh." 

" I should like to walk through the town," 
said MoUie. *' Come, Grace, let us find some 
one to go with us. Mamma has had a head- 
ache all day, and she could not so much as 
walk to the bank. I know papa will not 
leave her alone. Suppose we run over to the 
Lulu and see if our friends there will go with 
us. — Are you willing, mamma ? " 

"Yes, dear," said her mother's voice from 
the depths of the divan pillows. " I have 
asked your father to accompany you, for I 
knew you would want to improve this beauti- 
ful evening; but he says our friends on the 
Lulu will be sure to go on shore, and that 
Professor Armstrong will be a better guide 
than he. — Oh, here they are now, and very 
welcome," she added, as a very tall gentle- 
man, with black whiskers and glasses, accom- 
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panied by a little merry lady, crossed the 
plank and stepped on board. 

"We are going for a walk," said Mrs. 
Armstrong, " and want company." 

"Mollie and Grace will join you gladly," 
said Mrs. Clifford ; " but I shall have to spend 
a quiet evening. I have been suffering with 
headache all day." 

" Yes," said MoUie ; " I've been straining 
my eyes ever since we stopped, to see up 
into that old town." 

** Well, get your hats and things," said the 
professor, smiHng, "and we'll be off. — Mr. 
Clifford, you must take better care of your 
wife than that ; we don't want any headaches 
on the Nile." 

" Especially when we are moored to the 
bank; keep the headaches for mid-stream," 
said his wife, sitting down on the divan and 
smoothing the throbbing temples with her 
soft palm. " I shall keep the young ladies 
during the evening. We have a piano, you 
know, and I anticipate a pleasant time. I've 
been lonesome some days on the voyage, just 
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for the lack of a feminine face. Good-bye. 
Colonel Dayton and Harry have promised to 
join us, and we must go." So saying, she 
stooped and kissed the pale face on the divan 
pillow, leaving a soothing, pleasant remem- 
brance long after she and the others had 
climbed the steep bank and were far on their 
way. 

Colonel Dayton and Harry Gordon soon 
overtook them, and they turned into a path 
leading into the old town. Grass was grow- 
ing beneath their feet, and around them 
groups of sycamore trees with twisted trunks 
stretched their thickly-foliaged branches far 
overhead. A number of water-jars lay piled 
together by the side of the road, waiting to be 
sent floating down the river, in the way de- 
scribed in MoUie's dream. 

Ballas is a town of square brown huts, 
their flat roofs covered with the nests of 
countless pigeons. A few children followed 
the party a Httle way curiously, and one or 
two women besought backsheesh as they 
passed through the narrow village street. 
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Then they came out into the open field, 
and walked two by two along the nanrow 
beaten paths, raised slightly above t!he leyel, 
to keep in the water of the inundation. 

In one place on the river bank they came 
upon a small reservoir, which two men were 
filling by means of the shadoof, a simple old 
Egyptian machine, by which buckets of the 
river water can be easily raised, and stored for 
purposes of irrigation at a higher leveL In 
some cases this process is repeated, a second 
reservoir being filled from the first, or even a 
third from the second. 

All the air was sweet with growing grain. 
Away in the west, the Libyan hills seemed 
quivering with the flush of the sunset, and 
the whole plain was wrapped in a glow of 
light. There was not much conversation until 
they had reached the dahabeyeh, where the 
English and American flags were fluttering 
side by side. Then, as if the spell were 
broken, their voices were loosed, and the 
evening on the Lulu was a merry one, filled 
with songs and pleasant talk, while now and 
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then the professor told some interesting story, 
and his wife followed with a tale that brought 
peals of laughter from every one. The merry 
sound floated out over the deck of the Prin- 
cess, and many a tired sailor, wrapped in his 
mantle, smiled as he heard it; and Mr. and 
Mrs. Clifford declared, as they listened, that 
it was the sweetest sound they had heard 
since leaving Cairo. 

Just before the good-nights were given, 
Mrs. Armstrong said, "Miss Grace, Harry 
says you sing a little piece called ' Baby Look- 
ing out for Me.' Will you sing it for me ? " 

" Certainly," said Grace, sitting down to 
the piano and running her hands over the 
keys; and Mrs. Armstrong, drawing herself 
into a shadowy comer, whispered as she Hs- 
tened, " Her voice is just Hke her face ; how 
sweet, how full of jpathos." 

The professor left the room ere the song 
was half finished, and they could hear him 
pacing back and forth restlessly on the deck. 
Harry Gordon came to his cousin's side, and 
leaning gently over her, whispered, " Can you 
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endure it ? shall I tell her not to smg it 
all?" 

" I want to hear it all," said Mrs. Arm- 
strong, clasping the hand of sympathy ex- 
tended to her. '* Harry, you do not know 
how much a Christian can endure; and 
though my darling Httle child can never 
nestle to my heart again, yet Christ bids me 
be of good cheer; and with Him to comfort 
me, I can go forward in life strong and happy." 

So they sat still and listened. 

*' Two little busy hands patting on the window ; 
Two laughing bright eyes looking out at me ; 
Two rosy red cheeks dented with a dimple ; 
* Mother-bird is coming, baby, do you see?' 

'" Down by the lilac-bush something white and azure 
Saw I in the window, as I passed the tree ; 
Well I knew the apron and shoulder-knots of ribbon 
All belonged to baby looking out for me. 

" Talking low and tenderly 

To myself, as mothers will, 
Spake I softly, * God in heaven. 

Keep my darling free from ill. 
Worldly gear and earthly honours 

Ask I not for her from Thee ; 
But from want and sin and sorrow 

Keep her ever pure and free.' 

4t 4t 4t 4t ♦ 

** Two little waxen hands 
Folded soft and silently ; 
Two little curtained eyes 
Looking out no more for me ; 
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Two little snowy cheeks 

Dimple-dented never more ; 
Two little trodden shoes 

That will never touch the floor; 
Shoulder-ribbon softly twisted, 

Apron folded, clean and white — 
Tliese are left me, and these only, 

Of the childish presence bright. 

** Thus He sent an answer to my earnest praying ; 

Thus He keeps my darling free from earthly stain ; 
Thus He folds the pet lamb safe from earthly straying : 

But I miss her sadly from the window pane — 
Till I look above it; then, with purer vision. 

Sad I weep no longer the lilac-bush to pass, 
For I see her angel, pure and white and sinless. 

Walking with the harpers by the sea of glass. 

** Two little sunny wings 

Softly flutter to and fro ; 
Two tiny childish hands 

Beckon still to me below ; 
Two tender angel eyes 

Watch me very earnestly ; 
Through the loopholes of the sturs 

Baby's looking out for me." 

"Thank you, dear," said Mrs. Armstrong 
calmly. " I love to hear you sing. And now 
I must not keep you up longer, else your 
eyes will not be so bright and clear." And 
soon Mrs. Chfford heard the footsteps she so 
loved crossing the plank of one boat and com- 
ing over the other; then the words, "Good 
night ; " and a moment afterwards two kisses 
fell on her Ups with " Good night, mamma." 
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" Grace," said Mollie, as she unbraided h^ 
hair for the night, " how Professor Armstrong 
felt that song; he could not stay to hear it. 
How deeply he mourns for his child. Don't 
you think he seems to care more than Mrs. 
Armstrong does? She seems so merry and 
light-hearted. How old is she, I wonder ? " 

" I think Mr. Gordon told me one day 
that she is twenty-two," said Grace, sitting 
on the edge of her berth and folding her sash. 
" No, Mollie, I don't agree with you in regard 
to Professor Armstrong's sorrow being greater 
than his wife's. He is not a Christian, and is 
groping in the darkness, but tries to drown 
his grief in his studies. How devoted he is 
to science ! His wife is cheery, I know ; but 
it is through the help of Him who sent her 
the sorrow. Two years have passed since 
their child died, but I think I never saw such 
a look of pain as passed over her face when 
she whispered to me at parting to-night, ' Pray 
for me, Grace.' We don't know what a 
mother's love is. I suppose there is no love 
in the world to equal it in intensity and depth." 




CHAPTER XIL 

YUSUF SAVES GRACE'S LITE. 

HERE is Kamak ! " cried Colonel 
Dayton, as he sat one afternoon 
on the deck of the Princess. All 
sprang to their feet and gazed forward. It 
was five o'clock ; the sun was getting low, and 
a feailor now came forward and took down the 
awning, letting in a dehcions breeze. 

As they gazed on toward Kamak, the faint 
shadow of a temple could just be made out. 
Grace shivered. How she had longed to see 
Kamak; and now it was just before herl 
Would she sleep to-night in Thebes ? 

Swiftly the Princess flew over the waters, 
bringing them nearer and nearer to that city 
of a hundred gates. The sailors on the deck 
below were getting their musical instruments 
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in order, and now and then could be heai-^ 
the "tum-tum" of the darabouka (a kind 
drum made by stretching a skin tightly over 
the open mouth of an earthen vessel). 

" The men are going to celebrate our 
arrival at Thebes with singing, I think," said 
MoUie. " How long will it be before we 
reach there, papa ? " 

" An hour, they say," replied her father. — 
" Well, Yusuf, how do you like Hviug on the 
Nile ? " 

Yusuf was filUng the water goolahs, and 
his face lit up with a smile as he turned to 
answer. " Oh, it is very good," he said ; and 
added, laughing, '* I grow so fat. No run, you 
see ; no what joii call it — no excise ? " 

" Oh," said MolHe, laughing, *' he means 
exercise. Yes, he has grown fat, papa : just 
look at his cheeks. — We'll have to throw you 
overboard, Yusuf, to give you some exercise. 
Can you swim ? " 

** Oh yes, lady ; me swim Hke one fish. 
Me little fellow Kve near water ; my mother 
she say I Uve in de water." 
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" Well, Yusuf, you can beat me," said Mr. 
jrordon : " I can't swim a stroke." 

"Grace, Grace," suddenly called out Mr. 
diflford, "don't lean over tliat railing so far; 
youwiUfaU!" 

The caution came too late. There was a 
^^m\A cry, a sudden plunge, and a gleam of a 
^hite and frightened face as it went down 
beneath the water. 

In a moment all was confusion. It was 
some time before a boat could be lowered, 
amid the frantic cries of the crew, who stood 
calling on Allah, but making no effort. Mean- 
while Mr. CUfford threw off his coat, and was 
about to leap into the river, when Yusuf pushed 
him away. " Back ! back !" he shouted. " Me 
swim — me save her ! " and leaped into the 
river. 

A deep silence fell on all the group. They 
felt that the only hope of safety was in that 
boy. None of the gentlemen could swim. 
Yusuf had disappeared for a moment, but 
now rose and struck out boldly down the 
river. In the distance an object has risen to 



164 YUSUF SA VES GRACE'S LIFE. 

the surface— he has reached ii^he has seized 
it ! Oh, thank God ! 

But can such a youth bear up under such a 
weight? The boat hastens towards them — not 
a sound but the quick thud of the oars. They 
can see the boy's teeth cUnched and witness 
the almost superhuman efforts which he is 
making. Can he bear up ? Yes, yes ! The 
boat is there ! they have Kfted them both in ! 
and a shout of joy rises from the dahabeyeh. 
MoUie was sobbing in her mother's arms. 
Sailors and passengers aUke joined in the 
thanksgiving, while the father, pale and trem- 
bUng, seized his darUng in his arms and could 
only whisper, " Thank God 1 " 

The excitement had been intense. The 
sailors were the first to recover; and now, as 
they approached Thebes, their music arose in 
a wild clash and beating of drums, amid cries 
of encouragement that echoed far over the 
hills. Mr. CUfford laid his hand on Yusuf s 
shoulder. 

"My brave boy," he said, in a choked 
voice, "you shall never regret this faithfiil 
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service. I will do everything I can, from this 
time forth, to promote your welfare." 

" It was the grandest sight I ever beheld," 
said Colonel Dayton, " when that lad grasped 
om* drowning Gracie and held her head above 
water. I never in my life so regretted my in- 
ability to swim." 

" It was a noble act," said Mrs. Clifford in 
a trembling voice ; " I feel that we never can 
repay him." 

MoUie was kneeling at the divan by Grace's 
side, who was lying back on the pillows, her 
long hair spread out in the simset to dry. 
Suddenly the kneeler arose. " Grace!" she ex- 
claimed, looking out eagerly over the waters, 
" look, look ! there are the statues of Memnon, 
*the darling of the morning.' We are safe, safe 
at Thebes ! " 

Thebes Ues on both sides of the river- 
Luxor and Kamak on the east, their broken 
colunms and worn obelisks gleaming amid the 
Arab huts of mud. The hills of Thebes are 
intersected by a vast number of ravines, which 
lie here and there in solemn, gloomy grandeur, 
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the hills on each side often rising a thousand 
feet high in terraces of several hundred feet 
each. 

Karuak is two miles north of Luxor. In 
the time of their glory they were connected 
by an avenue of sphinxes. Now all is in ruins, 
temples broken down, and statues destroyed. 
The great temple at Kamak is one thousand 
feet long. At each side of the doorway are 
colossal granite statues : they are hacked 
and broken, but enough remains to show their 
former greatness. As you enter you find 
yourself in a modern alley of a dirty Arab 
village, its mud huts rising close to the splen- 
did columns which once adorned the court of 
the temple. Here, amid their sheep and goata 
and dirt of every description, live the present 
degraded race, while the solemn ruins tower 
above them in silent questioning of the un- 
changing heavens. The court of the temple is 
about two hundred feet long, by a hundred 
and seventy wide, and another propylon leads 
into the grand hall. There are two rows of 
j)illars, six in each row : the earth covers their 
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pedestals, and also the shafts to a height of 
twenty feet, as much more being exposed to 
view. 

Nile parties seldom visit these ruins on their 
Avay up the river ; they are left for the down- 
ward voyage; and our fiiends were only to 
stop for the night and then proceed on their 
journey. The warm moonUght evening gath- 
ered around them as they moored in a broad, 
beautiful bay of the river, the I/ulu and the 
Princess being the only masts in sight. The 
passengers found letters from home awaiting 
them here, and so the first night at Thebes 
was more filled with thoughts of home and 
friends afar off than of the old ruins around 
them. After retiring, it was long before 
Grace could get to sleep. She lay in her 
berth awake far into the night, looking out 
through her httle window and listening to the 
plash of the waves on the side of the boat. 
Before her lay a beautiful white world, all 
radiant in the moonlight. She could hear 
the rustling of the palms. Sometimes the 
moonlight quivered with the shadow of a bird 
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flitting through the still air, and once a tar-off 
cry startled her. She raised her head and 
was about to call Mollie, but it came again, 
and she knew it was only a night-bird scream- 
ing to its mate. How she shuddered at the 
sound of the waves ! What if she had been 
lying cold and dead beneath them ! 

Her mother — ah, how watchful mother-love 
is ! — came to her side once, and finding her 
awake and restless, sat down by her, smooth- 
ing back the soft hair and talking low and 
tenderly, till soon the nervous eyelids drooped, 
and the poor child was wrapped in a peaceful, 
restful slumber, that lasted long after the sun 
had risen, and Thebes was glowing in the 
morning light. 




CHAPTER XIII. 

PHIL^ AT SUNRISK 

AY and night the Princess and the 
Lulu went on, nor rested exceptmg 
when the wind fell. The upward 
Nile voyage only gives gUmpses of the enjoy- 
ment of the downward trip. So, wafted by 
the wind, you are carried past all the places of 
interest till you reach Abou Simbel, which is 
said to be the grand goal of the Nile traveller ; 
but between it and our party lay the Cataracts 
of the Nile, and up these the Princess and the 
Lulu went. Do not think by this that they 
were Kfted up a foaming Niagara. These cat- 
aracts are a series of rocky rapids — ^a sloping 
and foaming current, up which the boat is 
pulled by main force, the tow-lines being in 

the hands of forty or fifty Nubians proceeding 
(fiae) II 
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along the rocks on each side of the rapids. 
Just in this way, Herodotus says, they hauled 
a boat up these cataracts in his day. 

" As one advances," says he, " beyond Ele- 
phantine the land rises ; hence it is necessaiy 
in this part of the river to attach a rope to the 
boat on each side, as men harness an ox, imd 
so proceed on the journey. If the rope snapB, 
the vessel is borne away down stream by the 
force of the current." 

Thus the Princess and Lulu were drawn tip 
the foaming rapids, amid much shouting, gea- 
ticulating, ordering, and screaming, while the 
roar of the rushing waters made the whole 
scene indescribable. Under the br^ht sun- 
shine they were tugged along, rounding rocks 
and passing huge hills jagged and overhang- 
ing, and beside great boulders that lay in the 
dark waters. On the shore, white sand 
gleamed among the black-looking rocks, and 
high on a distant ledge a sheikh's white tomb 
gleamed ghostly and silent. Far out on a 
rock amid the beating waters lay a ship- 
wrecked vessel. Pile upon pile, in fantastic 
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figures, the rocks rise out of the waters, and 
through them all the two dahabeyehs were 
towed along, until they anchored near the 
island of Philae. 

MoUie and Grace had planned to join the 
party on the Lulu, and visit Philae at sunrise ; 
but Yusuf, who was engaged to waken them, 
had a difficult task before him. About half- 
past four he came softly along the passage, and 
gave a very gentle knock at the young ladies' 
door. All was still. By-and-by he knocked 
again, this time a Uttle louder. No response. 
Then he shook the door. Still no soimd from 
the other side. Poor Yusuf was in despair. 

" Dey tell me wake 'em ; but I do dat, how 
if dey no wake ? " he said, his teeth, chattering 
with cold. " Dere, take dat ! " and he gave a 
succession of raps which might have been heard 
a long way off. " Me wake every one else but 
dem," he said, casting a rueful glance at the 
other state-room. 

Ah, there is a sound. 

" What's the matter ? " says a voice inside. 

"O Miss MoUie, what for you no wake? 
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you no want see Philae ? De sun, he get dare 
before you." 

MoUie jumped up, Ut her swinging lamp, 
and seized Grace by the arm, shaking her till 
poor Grace rolled out on to the floor. 

"Here poor Yusuf has been caUing and 
knocking for us I don't know how long. — Tell 
them we'll be there in a moment, Yusuf ; I'm 
wide awake now." 

" Bah ! it's cold," shivered Grace, gathering 
herself up and hurrying to dress. " We shall 
need our heavy shawls, MoUie. There, I'm 
nearly ready ! " 

"Miss MoUie and Miss Grace, me bring 
you some coffee and rolls," says Yusuf again 
at the door. 

" Good ! that will warm us up. Thank you, 
Yusuf." 

" Now we're ready," says Grace, pinning her 
shawl. " Here, Yusuf, you will have to pilot 
us over to the other boat. What's this ? " as 
she nearly stumbled over a pile of blankets on 
the deck. 

" Dat ? " said Yusuf, laughing ; " he Ibra- 
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him; no sleep 'nuf yet. Dere, you see plank? 
you hear de Bey ? Yes, we're coming." 

The sky was still dark and cold -looking. 
The light began to creep over the river and 
distant hills as the girls joined their fiiends, 
and, speaking softly, entered the sandal and 
were rowed over to Philae while the fading 
moon grew fainter, the stars disappeared, and 
a yellow tinge began to show itself on the east- 
em horizon. In the midst of the discordant 
chaos of its surroundings, Philae Hes enfolded 
by the mystic Nile, which is half enclosed here 
by perpendicular black granite rocks ; and the 
green banks, rising in sudden verdure in the 
surrounding desolation, form such a contrast 
that the little island gleams Uke a gracious 
refuge in a storm. 

Rousing the sleeping donkey -boys, our 
friends were soon clambering up the steep 
bank amid tangled palms, while the vines and 
creepers were trampled down in their rapid 
journey, and the birds were startled from their 
resting-places in the thick foUage. 

They reached the ruins where the great 
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temple of Isis stands, mingling its &JIen col- 
umns with those of smaller courts, so that 
throughout the island there is one masi of 
crushed pillars, obeUsks yet standing, uod 
walls of temples yet bright with coloan 
painted there thousands of years ago. 

This was the sacred island of the andent 
Egyptians. Here, amid priestly pomp and 
kingly glory, gilded boats with silken sails 
ploughed the blue waters and bore the splen- 
dours of that race of which so little is known. 
Do you remember the legend ? Isis, called the 
daughter of Time, was the wife of Osiris, the 
great god of the Egyptians, and Horns was 
Lir Ld. They w^ lovei of the anoieat* 
but Typhoo, the evil one, conquered Osiris, 
and they buried him beneath the cataracts, 
and here at Philae they built the magnificent 
temple to the beautiful Isis, who is sculptured 
on its walls, with her child in her arms, mourn- 
ing for the dead Osiris. 

The ruins are very grand, and one group of 
thirty columns yet stands quite perfect, as if in 
triumph over time and decay. The capitals. 
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as is generally the case in these ruinSy are 
carved to represent flowers — the lotus, the 
acacia, and others; while on the ceihngs of 
the temples, still bright with various colours, 
beasts, birds, and flowers are rudely sculp- 
tured. Most of these temples are of the times 
of the Ptolemies, and the seal of Cleopatra 
may ofken be seen. 

For a long time our friends wandered about 
the ruins, sometimes stopping to admire some 
flower -shaped capital, brilliant as a bird's 
breast, or walking in and out among the long 
rows of columns, finding something new at 
every step, and filling the vast halls with the 
echo of their young voices. 

" Let us climb up there," said Mollie sud- 
denly, pointing to a flight of steps rudely cut 
in the wall, and leading to the roof of the 
temple. 

The narrow, broken stairway led, with many 
a turn, to a small upper court, and here several 
small dark rooms opened upon a terrace, where 
another staircase, winding upward, led to the 
temple roof. Then, climbing a few great 



172 PHILJR AT SUNRISE, 

blocks of stone, they stood close together upon 
a huge rock, and watched the sun mount up 
over the silent isle. 

The view from their lofty station was very 
lovely. The river here seemed shut in by 
high projecting rocks, which appeared ^ if set 
to guard the sacred island from harm. Be- 
neath them rolled the river, growing golden 
and bright in the morning sunhght. Below 
them palms were swaying in the cool breeze, 
and in the east the Libyan sands seemed to be 
gUding down the daxk hiUs, weird and shadowy. 

They could hear the sound of the cataract, 
and once the cry of a bird echoed shriUy over 
their heads, as it flew away to its nest. The 
trembUng light, creeping higher and higher, 
covered at length the columned courts and 
broken pylons. Birds awoke and filled the 
tangled shrubbery with songs of welcome. 
The sakias took up their daily cry, and life 
once more reigned over the Nile. 

As they came down from the terrace, talking 
thoughtfully, Professor Armstrong said, " Per- 
haps Thales, Pythagoras, or Plato may have 
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stood on this spot, on some long-paat morning, 
and seen the sun rise over Philse in all her 
glory and with unbroken architecture ; and on 
those waters Cleopatra sailed in her fascinat- 
ing and fatal beauty : but now they all lie in a 
dreamless sleep, while hundreds of Christian 
feet pace the once consecrated shores, and 
strangers from lands then unknown gaze and 
rSr at ^.evaat temple, and gigaol™- 

"Yes," said Mr. CMbrd; "and lio-w impres- 
sively the ancient glories of the scene, in con- 
traat with its present desolations, foreteU the 
■wonderful changes that the world will behold 
in the near future ! The old heathenism, with 
its grand idea^ and fond hopes of perpetuity, 
has sunk into oblivion, leaving behind it noth- 
ing but these mysterious ruins; while true 
religion is diflftising itself everywhere in light 
and power, and fast claiming the whole world 
for Christ." 

Silently, as if loath to break the spell with 
words of ordinary import, they entered the 
sandal and glided from the enchanted isle. 
Regretfully their eyes followed the retreating 
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shore; then turning, they saw fluttering above 
their heads their own national flag — calling 
them back to the present, as sometimes we are 
roused from a beautiful dream to the busy life 
of another day. But as that dream often fol- 
lows us with mysterious power, so crowned 
with verdure and grand in her ruins, smiling 
in her lonely rest within the enfolding arms of 
the river, tLe often rises again 4re the 
traveUers' vision Philse in the glory of an 
Eastern sunrise. 




CHAPTER XIV. 

ABOU SIMBEL. 

ELL, here we are at Abou Simbell" 
exclaimed Mollie one morning, ris- 
ing and drawing aside the curtain 
of their window and looking out. 

Above her rose an abrupt, wild, picturesque 
rock, lifting itself out of drifting banks of sand 
so fine and white that they looked like snow 
guttering in the sunshine. The sand is ever 
sweeping in from the African desert, every 
west wind that blows adding to the vast drifts 
which block up the entrances to the temple, 
laid bare by so much expense and labour. 

" I can see the figures in front of the tern- 
pie," said Mollie again; "four great giants 
half buried in the sand. How serenely and 
calmly they seem to be gazing forth ! I feel 
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SO small and insignificant when I look at these 
Egyptian statues ; they are always on such a 
gigantic plan." 

It was a merry party that climbed the steep 
bank after breakfast, and ploughed through the 
shining sand to the entrance of the temple, 
excavated in the soUd rock, with six figures 
sculptured on the fagade, representing Athor, 
the Egyptian Venus, to whom this temple was 
consecrated. The goddess is pictured with the 
horns and ears of a cow, her significant em- 
blems, and possibly may be another form of 
Isis. Toihng on, sometimes giving each other 
a helping hand, and again sitting down in the 
sand to rest, at last they reached the great 
temple of Abou Simbel, which was dedicated 
to Ra, the sun, and also to Osiris and Isis, by 
Rameses the Great. 

In front of this rock-hewn temple sit four 
colossi, figures of Rameses : the features pecu- 
har to the people of this land are strongly pre- 
sented; the lips are full and rounded, and 
seem to smile, as if waiting to answer an ex- 
pected summons. These immense faces are 
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seven feet in length, and though on so gigantic 
a scale, are perfect in proportion and expression. 

The mouth of the entrance, though thirty 
feet high, is so choked by the sand that the 
Nile party had to stoop to enter it. Fur- 
nished with lighted candles, they penetrated 
the dark interior, pa^smg the Osiride columns, 
—square piUars upon which statues with folded 
arms are sculptured. Within a distant niche 
are figures of the gods to whom the temple 
was dedicated ; while all around the walls are 
carved scenes in Eameses' victories, his reU- 
gious ceremonies and offerings to the gods. 

In the faint light of their candles they could 
see where the artist had marked the outUnes 
of some figure to be carved, which, however, the 
workmen had left untouched by the chisel; 
and still others whose jagged edges, half com- 
pleted, showed the pattern of the designer; 
while the remainder, smoothly cut in the rock, 
appeared as if just finished. 

Standing before the uncompleted ones, 

Professor Armstrong said to his wife, " I can 

almost fancy that I hear the step of the work- 
(026) 12 
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men coining to complete their task, left three 
thousand years ago." 

After groping their way through these dark 
but strangely interesting chambers, carved in 
the soUd rock, amid the bats and many fantas- 
tic shadows, they crept out again into the 
sand-drifts, and half-sUding, half- flying, with 
the cool soft waves of sand pouring after 
them, they reached the river and the waiting 
dahabeyehs. 

But what a change had come over them ! 
The great sail was rolled up and stowed away ; 
for on the downward voyage it is never used, 
the smaJl saU from the stem taking its place. 
Floating and rowing will be the modes of pro- 
gress now, and everything that can be dis- 
pensed with is removed from the middle-deck 
to make room for the rowers. 

It was a fair moonlight night on which they 
bade farewell to Abou Simbel and commenced 
their return. The passengers from the Imlu 
were spending the evening on the deck of the 
Princess, and all were sitting near together, 
though they talked but little. As they floated 
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along, it was curious to watch the black faces 
of the rowers, with their white robes and tur- 
bans, as they lazily pUed the oars, now singing, 
now laughing uproaxiously ; and aa the crew 
thrunimed the darabouka and chanted their 
sleepy melodies, the travellers spoke now and 
then of far-off friends, and hummed a Une or 
two of that old sweet song, " Home Again." 





CHAPTER XV. 

A STORM ON THE NILE. 

HE boats had safely descended the 
cataracts, and now, floating and 
rowing along, the days of the 
voyagers gUded away like a dream. Some- 
times they would step ashore, and take a run 
up among the mud-huts, or through some 
waving palm-grove, buying an ostrich egg^ 
some long beautiful feathers, or some quaint 
reUc of other days. The evenings they passed 
together, resting on deck in quiet conver- 
sation, or singing. All the time, the two 
parties were becoming better and firmer 
friends. 

It was a strange Ufe, monotonous, and yet 
always changing ; for the scenery never long 
remained the same, and there was always some- 
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thing new to talk about when they all gathered 
together at the close of the day. 

Grace and MoUie did a great deal of sketch- 
ing in these days. There were sahias to picture ; 
women coming down to the river to draw 
water; camels lying in the sand, twisting their 
long necks to crop the leaves from a few scat- 
tered bushes on the shore, beyond which rose 
a jagged Une of hills ; an Arab kneeling at his 
prayers; a child begging backsheesh; a sheikh's 
white tomb ; a ruined temple ; an Arab tent ; 
a mud-hut, or an Arab village — a long brown 
line of irregular squares, with the pigeons 
building upon the roofs. Once Mollie and 
Grace saw two women grinding com, just in 
front of a mud-hut, and pausing stood a long 
time watching them, carried back, as Grace 
said afterward, to the time of Abraham. Two 
circular stones, about the size of an ordinary 
grindstone, were placed one above the other — 
the lower one stationary, rising a little in the 
centre, the upper one hollowed out sUghtly on 
the under side, to fit the lower. A wooden 
handle above turns the upper stone, which has 
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a hole through the middle to receive the grain. 
The two women were sitting, one on each side, 
tlirusting the handle round continually from 
one to the other. The sun was shining brightly, 
casting a golden gleam over the flour as it fell, 
a soft white cloud, while the loose flowing gar- 
ments of the women lay in dusty folds upon 
the ground, and a gUtter of gold coins sparkled 
in their dark hair and on their necks. One 
was young and pretty, and cast a smile now 
and then upon the young girls, but the other 
had a tattooed face, and looked old and ugly. 

** * The one shall be taken and the other left,'" 
8[iid Colonel Dayton, coming out of the shadow 
of an old ruin near, and standing a moment 
beside the two girls. " I always am reminded 
of those words when I see two women grind- 
ing at the mill," he added thoughtfully. 

As thoy passed on, Mollie saw a goatskin 
bottle near the entrance of a hut, and stopped 
to oxaniine it. These bottles are made by strip- 
ping off the skin of a goat or kid from the neck 
downward, without ripping it, only cutting off 
the legs and tail. The hole left by one of the 
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fore legs answers the purpose of a spout, while 
the rest of the leg apertures are tightly sewed 
together. The bottle is filled at the neck, 
which is afterwards tied up. 

" This must be the kind of bottle mentioned 
in the New Testament," said MoUie. " Is it 
possible that we are Hving in the nineteenth 
century? These scenes are enough to bewilder 
one." 

"What are these great clumps of trees, 
growing out of the sand ? " said Grace, as they 
passed a grove of trees some fifteen or twenty 
feet high. 

" They are castor-oil trees," replied Colonel 
Dayton ; " see what a large leaf they have — 
a kind of bluish green, sharply indented at 
the edge. The flower is the colour of the 
grape blossom, and the ripe fruit is like a plum, 
purple and covered with reddish spines, like a 
gooseberry." 

"The d6m-palm is a singular tree," said 
Mollie ; " we have some of the fruit to caiTy 
home." 

" It tastes like gingerbread," said Grace, 
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laughing. — "Did you ever eat any, Colonel 
Dayton ? " 

" Yes ; at Asiout I had that pleasure, and 
could almost fancy myself a Httle urchin again, 
buying gingercakes at the bakery, and munch- 
ing them all the way to school." 

The d6m-palm is a coarser-looking tree 
than the date-palm, but still is a handsome 
tropical tree. The fruit is dark brown, and 
certainly does taste and smeU like ginger- 
bread. 

One evening the friends were all sitting 
on the deck of the Princess, after a long and 
fatiguing ramble among the tombs of El Kab. 
It had been a very sultry day, but now the 
breeze was cool and dehcious as they sat 
resting. 

Harry Gordon had been reading a letter 
from his mother, and writing in his diary the 
events of the day. " I wish you could see my 
mother," he said to Grace, who sat near on the 
divan. " I think she is the most beautiful 
woman in England." 

" I can let you say that, so that you do not 
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add in the world, as my mother is an Ameri- 
can," said Grace, smiling. 

"It is a blessing to have such a mother," 
he added ; " what an influence she has had on 
my life!" 

* * She would be glad if you were a 
Christian," said Grace softly, and praying 
inwardly that she might be directed in her 
words. It is always so hard to know just 
what to say when we are very anxious about 
the result. 

" I know that," he repUed. " Perhaps I 
will be some day. But I am sure of this: 
my mother's teachings and influence have kept 
me from yielding to temptation many a time, 
and have compelled me to seek the society of 
the pure and good. And I do beheve that 
they have kept me from being an infidel ; for 
if ever I was tempted to doubt God, I have 
seemed to see my mother kneeling by me and 
teaching me to pray, as she did when I was a 
child." 

" The boy of such a mother must not 
disappoint her," said Mrs. Clifford tenderly, 
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til one has heard them blow in this Eastern 
land, and seen the effects of their fury, 
the illustration can never be fully compre- 
hended." 

" Isn't it grand, though 1 " exclaimed Grace. 
^' I am glad we have found what a storm on 
the Nile is like." 

Toward morning the wind abated, and the 
sun rose brighter than ever after the night's 
hurricane. The Princess and the Lulu had 
received no injury, but another party of 
travellers were not so fortunate. Deceived 
by the beauty of the night, they had sailed 
on and on, until suddenly the storm was 
upon them. The dahabeyeh was dashed upon 
a rock and wrecked, and the passengers 
were all obHged to take to the small boats. 
They had found a shelter in a ruined temple 
on the shore, but at daylight escaped firom 
their gloomy abode and hastened to the 
I/ulu. 

Professor Armstrong and his wife made 
them as comfortable as possible, and the 
inmates of the Princess exerted themselves 
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to the utmost to entertain them. But they 
were people who always looked on the dark 
side of everything ; they grumbled incessantly ; 
and when a steamer took them on board a 
day or two after, our travellers rejoiced at their 
departure. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
yusuf's prater. 

LEETLY glided the two dahabeyehs 
down the Nile; but all unheeded 
now by one were the bright sunsets, 
the clover-scented banks, and the tender skies. 
Harry Gordon lay ill, and the whole party felt 
the cloud fall on them. In his delirium he 
seemed to be wandering over a desert ; some- 
times fancying he heard beUs ringing— "church- 
bells," he would say. " They are caUing me ; 
let me go. I must go, my life has been so bad. 
Let me go where the dear old bells are calling 
me, — ^to my mother and my God. I see the 
church — ^ah, how beautiful ! and there is my 
mother." 

Then he would hide his face and moan, 
" No, no ; it is only the mirage, the mirage.** 
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" Oh that he might be spared to come to 
the Saviour," prayed Grace, one morning after 
the dahabeyehs had been moored at the shore 
of Luxor, amid a cluster of other boats fling- 
ing out their national flags to the breeze, while 
all along the shore groups of natives held out 
their curiosities and antiques to seU, and 
donkey-boys waited for exploring travellers. 
That first night at Luxor would never be for- 
gotten by the inmates of the Princess and Lulu ; 
for they had all come to love Harry Gordon 
during this voyage, and felt what a loss it 
would be to them if he should die. 

Mr. Clifford sat all night by the sick young 
man; and on board the Princess, MoUie and 
Grace slept uneasily, waking every now and 
then, and Kstening anxiously. 

Once Grace, hearing her mother moving about 
her state-room, went softly over to her door. 

" O mamma," she said, " I wish it was 
morning.' Do you think he will die ? It is 
so terrible to die so far from home ; and here, 
among these rock-tombs, death seems more sad 
than anywhere else." 
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"We cannot tell, dear," said her mother. 
"God will do what is best; we are sure of 
that. We will pray for our dear friend, and 
trust our Lord. And now, my darling chUd, 
go back to your bed and try to sleep." 

Grace went back, but sleep did not come ; 
and when the first streak of daylight showed 
itself, she went on deck, the cool morning air 
blowing refreshingly in her face, and bringing 
hope to her heart. All was silent on the Lulu. 
The hghts in the cabins shone out feebly over 
the waters. 

" Is it life or death ?" said Grace sadly, as 
she leaned on the railing and looked wearily 
over the dark river. 

" Miss Grace ! " said a low voice ; and turn- 
ing, Grace saw Yusuf coming across the plank. 

"Me watchy all night," he said eagerly, 
" like dog by his cabin-door. He better — ^he 
better!" 

" What !" exclaimed Grace ; "is Mr. Gordon 
better ? Are you sure ? How do you know ? 
Who told you?" 
• " Yes, yes, lady," said Yusuf reassuringly. 
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" AU night I pray, * Lord Jesus, save dat dear 
young man, save de young man. His poor 
mother look for her boy come back, and he 
no come. Jesus, keep he safe come back.' 
Den when morning most come I Hsten at de 
door." Yusuf paused to wipe his tears. 

" Go on," said Grace eagerly. 

"Pretty soon I hear a faint, faint voice, 
* Where am I?' And Missy Armstrong she 
say, * You been ill, dear, but you better now ; 
no talk/ Den de professor, he come out and 
sit down by de table, and lean down on his 
arms and cry, oh, so hard ! Den he turn to 
me. * Yusuf,' he said, * faithful boy, go tell 
Miss Grace. I know she be glad that Mr. 
Harry is better, has gone to sleep, and now 
we may hope for his recovery.' Dat just 
what he say. Miss Grace, de Lord Jesus 
did come ; he did answer my prayer, my poor 
Arab prayer. Jesus so great, so good. He 
come into my poor heart and answer- my 
prayer." 

" Thank God ! " said Grace, sobbing gently. 
" Never distrust your Saviour, Yusuf; and may 

(W6) 13 



194 YUSUF'S PRA YER 

all your prayers be answered, to Grod's own 
glory." 

The sun never seemed to shine so brightly 
before as on that day when the invalid woke 
refreshed, and felt the faint thriU of Hfe through 
all his being once more. It was as if a great 
cloud had been Ufted off the hearts of his 
friends ; and when, as Grace sat watching by 
him a few moments in the afternoon, while 
Mrs. Armstrong went on deck for a little fresh 
air, he said, " Grace, God has given me hfe 
again ; if he will accept it, I will devote it to 
him," the young girl could only pray silently 
that this restored life might brmg great glory 
to the Master. 

Looking out of his little window, presently, 
he said, "How could I Hve without him so 
long? Yet he forgives all my wanderings. 
How lovely the shore looks ! The old broken 
columns are radiant; even the little children 
on the bank look beautiful to me. Were ever 
such palms as those ? How grand they are ! 
Ever3rthing stands out in a new Hght now. 
Oh, how good God is ! " 
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He closed his eyes, a happy smile creeping 
over the lips that had so lately been raving 
in delirium ; and when Mrs. Armstrong came 
in soon after, she found the invalid in a sweet 
slumber, and Grace nodding in her chair beside 
him. 




CHAPTER XVIL 

THE MABBLE FACE. 

HE days were bright, happy days now ; 
for though Harry Gordon could not 
join the rest in their excursions, they 
could climb the steep mud-bank, and leave 
him lounging on the deck on the comfortable 
divan, feeling that he was surely growing strong 
again, while Yusuf stood always near with 
loving and faithful attention, ready to bring 
him whatever he wanted. 

He was quite an artist ; and as he watched 
the groups on the shore, or took in all the 
beauty of the Nile valley, with its broken 
columns and fallen temples, many a bright 
picture was made of his surroundings. 

One Uttle girl, attracted by his kindness, 
came every day with sweet jessamine blossoms 
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to the invalidy and sometimes brought a strange 
stone or piece of broken pottery which she had 
gathered out of the old ruins. He made her 
stand before him one day while he painted her 
portrait, — a fair face, with large dark eyes, a 
loose blue gown flowing from the shoulders, 
with slits cut for the arms, around which shone 
bright-coloured beads and bits of glass. On 
her neck were strings of beads, with now and 
then a gold coin shining among them ; and her 
hair hung in two long braids down her back, 
tied with a gilt cord. Her feet were bare, and 
around her ankles were bands of silver. 

" There," said Harry, laying down his brush; 
" I shall take your picture home with me, and 
tell my acquaintances what a Uttle friend I 
found on the Nile." 

Then Yusuf would interpret, and Fatima, 
smihng till her white teeth shone, would run 
down the plank, and climbing the bank, speed 
swiftly away, to return, however, before long, 
with some treasure hidden in her dress. Once 
she brought a small scarabaeus, and at another 
time an ancient lamp, that looked as if it had 
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been buried for ages. Harry prized the gifts 
highly, and always put a silver coin in the 
little hand before the child went away. 

The party were wandering meantime among 
the old tombs, Mrs. Armstrong and Mollie 
surpassing all the others in their researches. 

They had reached some rock-hewn tombs 
one afternoon, and creeping into them through 
holes hardly large enough to admit the body, 
they entered long halls, where on every side 
were pictures, bright as if painted yesterday, 
though thousands of years had passed since 
they were made. 

Holding their torches high above their 
heads, they could read the whole history of 
the occupant of the tomb. Sometimes a 
farmer's life would be represented — ^men hoe- 
ing, using the same kind of instrument which 
we see at the present day ; others ploughing ; 
the owner riding about and overseeing the 
whole. The sower goes forth to sow; the 
reapers gather the grain and bind it in sheaves; 
the oxen tread it out; it is winnowed and 
measured in sacks, and then stored in bams ; 
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and at the close the scribe takes an inventory 
of the whole. 

Eaatem life chaages so Uttle as generation 
succeeds generation, that we find the present 
customs of the Egyptians represented in the 
pictures of the past. 

There axe fishers catching fish, fowlers pur- 
suing game, and again scribes taJdng down 
the amount. Then we see the owner with his 
wife receiving guests. The lady holds a lotus 
flower to her nose, and the gentleman a glass 
to his lips; servants are in attendance, and 
musicians are entertaining the company with 
a variety of strange instnmients. 

Then comes the last scene, the closing chap- 
ter in the life of the man whose history our 
fidends were reading ages afterwards, groping 
their way about in his tomb by the feeble Ught 
of their torches. 

The hero rides about in his chariot or counts 
his worldly gains no more. He is dea<i, and his 
mummied form is brought by the embalmers to 
his friends. Then foUowed the funeral proces- 
sioUy just as MolUe had seen it one day in Cairo. 
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"How strange we all look, groping about 
in this Egyptian darkness, with a faint torch- 
light far over our heads ! '' said MoUie ; " how 
close the air is! Oh, here we are in the 
blessed sunlight again. But, Mrs. Armstrong, 
here is one we have not explored yet. — Oh, 
come, papa ; come. Colonel Dayton ; come, all 
of you." 

Professor Armstrong was lost in his studies 
in a distant tomb, and Grace and her father 
were too glad to be in the open air again to 
wish to enter on any more discoveries just 
yet; but Mrs. Armstrong, eager as MoUie, 
joined her, and Colonel Dayton accompanied 
them. 

" See how the sand has drifted over it," said 
Mrs. Armstrong, as she stooped down and 
pushed the hght drifts away; then crawling 
throuffh the narrow openinff, they stood in a 
.0% U holding up Lir Wand peering 
through the gloom. In the distance a great 
empty sarcophagus stood, telling of the dead 
form which thousands of years ago had been 
placed there, but which some hand had taken 
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hence to a distant museum or hall of ancient 
wonders. 

" Miss Mollie, what have you foimd ? " said 
Colonel Dayton, coming to where Mollie was 
bending over a face cut deep in the rock. The 
tears were in the girrs eyes as she passed her 
hand caressingly over the broad brow, touching 
the sad eyes, and the full, half-parted lips. 

" Colonel Dayton," she said, in a hushed 
voice, " was there ever a face like that ; and 
did it live, and smile, and speak out there 
imder the sunny skies ? Think of the looks of 
love she has had ages ago; think of death 
claiming her, so young and so beautiful ! I 
could love her ! " 

Colonel Dayton drew closer to the marble 
bust, and stood before it. " It must be the 
portrait of her who was laid down to sleep in 
this tomb," he said ; " there is a strange fasci- 
nation about it." 

" I cannot bear to leave her," said Mollie. 
** It seems as if she must know we are here." 

"But we must go," said Colonel Dayton, 
taking MoUie's axm and drawing her gently 
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away; " we must not stay longer in this foul 
air. Why, child, what is the matter?" for 
Mollie had fallen back in his arms. 

"Mrs. Armstrong!" he shouted; and the 
little woman, hurrying towards them, found 
him holding his torch up with one hand, 
while with the other arm he bore his senseless 
burden. 

"She has only fainted," said she, quietly, 
seeing how frightened he was. " Here is the 
entrance. There, get her out instantly. Over- 
excitement and foul air ; — dear me ! that air 
was enough to make any one faint. — Here, 
colonel, bring her to this shadow. Don't call 
any one. I have a Uttle brandy -flask, and 
will wet her lips. You're as pale as she, 
colonel. Hold her head lower. There, she 
is better. Poor child ! we will not under- 
take so much again.— Don't be frightened, 
Mollie ; you were a Uttle ill, but the air has 
revived you." 

"Why, I must have fainted!" said the 
young explorer, lifting herself from the posi- 
tion in which they had laid her, the colour 
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coming slowly back to her lips and cheeks. 
"Don't tell mamma; it would frighten her 
mmecessarily. How foolish of me ! — Oh yes, 
I'm better now, thank you," as Colonel Day- 
ton anxiously inquired. 

" And now," said Mrs. Armstrong, cheerily, 
and patting MoUie's cheek, "let us join our 
friends and get some lunch. Mollie, you had 
better take Colonel Dayton's arm; any one 
feels a Uttle shaky after fainting." 

" Well, you three dazed and dusty explorers," 
said Grace, gaily, " what have you discovered?" 

" Not much but bats and Uzards," said Mrs. 
Armstrpng ; " and I'm as hungry as a wolf." 

A few hours later they were pacing through 
the dust on their little donkeys, over the fields 
to the sandal, which was waiting for them at 
the shore. Then they were rowed over the 
gUttering river, through a brilliant sunset and 
a long, burning after-glow, to their dahabeyehs, 
where the sailors were singing their sleepy 
songs and beating a strange rhythm as they 
thrunmied the darabouka softly and kept time 
by a faint clapping of the hands. 
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But all night Mollie could see that marble 
face smiling at her out of the shadows of the 
tomb ; and one of the most vivid and startling 
of all her Nile memories now is the gleam of 
those life-like features gazing into her eyes, 
and seeming to bid her welcome to the lonely 
abode. There was such a strange fascination 
about the recollection that MolKe could not 
bear to speak of it, even to Grace ; and no one 
but Colonel Dayton knew how powerfully the 
scene had affected her, and how many times 
afterwards came up before her mind, with 
startUng distinctness, the dark hall, with its 
flickering shadows and the face in marble. 




CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE MEMNONIUM STATUES. 

HE Nile party were wandering among 
the ruins of the Memnonium. This 
was a temple built to Rameses II., 
measuring four hundred feet by one hundred 
and fifty. Its ruins now loom grandly before 
the traveller's vision as he approaches those 
ancient walls. 

Lofty propyla, closely sculptured, form the 
entrance to the first court, whose walls are all 
broken down ; but the second court, with its 
columns and the broken colossal statue pros- 
trate at their base, exhibits a striking specimen 
of Egyptian architecture. 

Beyond this the travellers wandered into the 
grand hall, and looked up to the soUd roof 
"studded with stars on an azure ground." 
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Then they walked the echoing floors m and 
out among the forty-eight massive colimins 
which support the roof. 

The walls of the Memnonium are covered 
with carvings of Rameses' exploits and vic- 
tories ; and in front he the fragments of the 
largest statue in Egypt. It was the colossal 
image of a king seated on a throne, in the 
usual position of Egyptian figures — ^its hands 
resting on its knees. It was carved out of 
soUd Syenite granite, and must have been 
brought a distance of a hundred miles. Its 
weight has been reckoned to have been eight 
hundred and eighty-seven tons, and the origi- 
nal height is thought to have been seventy- 
five feet, with a breadth of twenty-three feet. 
The foot alone of this stupendous image 
measures five feet ten inches in length by 
four feet eight inches in breadth. 

About half-way between the ruins of Me- 
dinet Abou and the Memnoniimi they reached 
the Memnonium statues. Seated on their 
rocky thrones, side by side, they Uft their 
heads sixty feet in the air, and thus for more 
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than three thousand years they have looked 
down on the ravages of time. There they 
stand, showing to us and future generations 
what Thebes was m the day of her pride and 
glory. The temple which they guarded now 
hes a mass of ruins, and the royal avenue of 
sphinxes has vanished in the sand ; but, en- 
throned in sohtary grandeur, in the midst of 
their fallen companions, with the mountains 
in the background and the river rolling at 
their feet, they sit, their hands upon their 
knees, gazing eastward, as if proud of their 
power, and defying time and change. 

They are said to be, by the measurement of 
Sir Grardiner Wilkinson, eighteen feet three 
inches across the shoulders ; sixteen feet six 
inches from the top of the shoulder to the elbow; 
ten feet six inches from the top of the head to 
the shoulder ; seventeen feet nine inches from 
the elbow to the fingers' end ; and nineteen feet 
eight inches from the knee to the plant of the foot. 

Our tourists stood and looked up at them, 

talking of the strange story which is told of 

one — ^that called the " Vocal Memnon." 
(826) 14 
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It is said that when the sun rose over the 
Arabian mountains and smiled down into the 
face of stone, there came forth from its lips a 
sound like the vibration of a harp-string, a 
welcome to the new-bom day. 

"There have been many theories concern- 
ing this marvel," said Professor Armstrong. 
" Some beUeve it to have been a deception of 
the priests, in order to magnify their influence 
over the people. Dr. Lepsius thinks that the 
sound is caused by the crackling of small par- 
ticles of stone at sunrise, when the change of 
temperature is greatest ; and to strengthen his 
idea, brings up the fact of some desert stones 
sounding when rapidly warmed by the sun 
after being cooled by the night. He refers 
also to the fact that several pieces of the 
statue which have spUt off and hang loosely, 
sound as clear as brass if struck, whHe others 
remain silent, according as they are more or 
less moistened by their positions." 

Colonel Dayton, always more adventure- 
some than the others, climbed up into the lap 
of the statue, carrying with him a small iron 
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rod, with which he struck its sides, and they 
heard the blow Uke sounding brass. 

" Was it in this way that those old priests 
worked upon the imaginations of the people, 
and gave to the image of stone a mystery that 
has never left it through all these ages ? " said 
Mr. Clifford, as the sound fluttered down from 
the strange statue. 

" I can fancy," said Grace, " as I sit in the 
shadow of Memnon, that it is one of the old 
Theban days, and the sun is shining on the 
great columns in all their perfect proportions, 
while the king paces the long corridors and 
gazes proudly on the lofty walls." 

" Farewell, Memnon, ' beloved of the morn- 
ing,' " said Mollie, as they returned to their 
floating home. '* Farewell ; we leave you in 
the shadow of the mountain, with the river 
kissing your feet and the sunHght pouring 
down upon your unconscious head." 

" Yes," said her father, " ours is a world of 
life, and we come back to the great realities of 
the present." 

** But," said Mollie, " when I am far away^pi 
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amid the crowd and bustle of our modern 
cities, I shall give you many a thought, O 
Memnon, with your ruined glories and the 
old Nile creeping up to your feet." 




CHAPTER XIX. 

MUMMY-HUNTING AT THEBEa 

HE ancient Egyptians, through all 
their lives, ever kept in mind the 
hour when death should come, and 
the tomb open to receive them. 

"The buildings we use are inns," they 
said, "but the proper house of men is the 
tomb." 

And so it seems as if the one great object of 
their lives was to prepare a sepulchre for their 
bodies when the soul had winged its flight; 
and in order to preserve those bodies from cor- 
ruption, even the poorest of them endeavoured 
to save up an amount sufficient to embalm 
them and secure a last and enduring resting- 
place. The state provided what was lacking 
to any, and also demanded that the bodies of 
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murdered or drowned persons should be duly 
embalmed at the pubhc expense. 

The valley of the Nile, with its Umited 
boundaries and its crowds of people, could 
give no room for graves : not there could the 
Egyptian dig his sepulchre; nor in those ever- 
drifting deseri. sands could a safe and enduring 
resting-place be found. In the mountains 
alone could the dead sleep in peace. Yet 
even here they were wont to embalm the 
bodies, and this practice became a religious 
ceremony. 

The embalmers were artists, who received 
their knowledge from their ancestors; and 
they may have been of the medical profession 
as well as of the priesthood. You remember 
that Joseph "commanded the physicians to 
embalm his father ; " and Pliny mentions cer- 
tain facts as having been added to the cause 
of medical science during some post- mortem 
examinations. 

Herodotus describes the mode of embalming 
in these words : — 

" In Egypt certain persons are appointed by 
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law to exercise this art as their pecuUar busi- 
ness ; and when a dead body is brought them, 
they produce patterns of mummies in wood, 
imitated in painting, the most elaborate of 
which are said to be of him [Osiris] whose 
name I do not think it right to mention on 
this occasion. The second which they show is 
simpler and less costly ; and the third is the 
cheapest. Having exhibited them all, they 
inquire of the persons who have applied to 
them which mode they wish to have adopted ; 
and this bemg settled, and the price agreed 
upon, the parties retire, leaving the embahners 
with the body." 

The process of embahning occupied sev- 
enty days. Then the form was washed and 
4.prf in fine bands of linen, sometimes a 
thousand yards in length; and being placed 
in a wooden case in human form, it was deliv- 
ered to the relatives, who sometimes kept it 
standing upright in a movable closet in their 
home for a long time. 

One evening, shortly before leaving Thebes, 
the voyagers on the Princess were sitting on 
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the deck of the LulUy comparing notes and 
talking of their walks among the ruins. 

"But where is the professor?" asked Mr. 
Clifford. 

"Mummy-hunting," said his wife, with a 
pretended sigh, and pointing over to the rock- 
hewn tombs. 

" I wish his search would be successful," 
said Mollie. 

" And it will," said Colonel Dayton decid- 
edly. "Did you ever know the professor to 
undertake anything and fail ? I never did." 

" Ah, there he comes ! " exclaimed Harry 
Gordon, as the sandal suddenly made its 
appearance gUding round a projecting point 
and steering for the Lulu. 

The moonlight shone weirdly on the scene, 
and Grace shuddered as the boatmen lifted 
into their midst a mummy-case. 

" I have found a treasure ! " ejaculated the 
professor, following • quickly and wiping the 
perspiration from his forehead. "We pene- 
tmted a tomb which had not been opened. 
Oh think of it ! Three thousand years since 
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they laid that form in the tomb, and left it 
alone in a silence never to be broken until 
to-day. It seemed to me that I could trace 
in the long-silent dust the footprints of one 
who had paid the last visit to the dead ; and 
around the sarcophagus were these withered 
flowers." He placed a cluster of dried leaves 
and flowers on the table before them. "Dead! 
dead ! " said he solemnly, — " dead as the name 
and memory of the one who lies there." 

Grace could not keep back the tears from 
her eyes. " There is something strangely elo- 
quent and pathetic about these withered blos- 
soms," she said, touching them tenderly. 

She had long felt a strange desire to behold 
a mimmiy and see it unwound from its band- 
ages, and now her wish was to be gratified ; for 
the professor proceeded to take away the outer 
covering from the silent figure. How care- 
fully he worked, lest, in removing the wood, 
he should cut the inner bandages. 

This case was richly painted in brilliant col- 
ours, and when it was taken away the figure 
lay before them in a closely fitting envelope of 



i 
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pasteboard, on which wbb painted a picture of 
Netpe, or the winged sun, outspreading its 
aims as if to guard its sleeping charge. 

There was a glitter of gold leaf everywhere, 
and eyes of briUiant enamel gave an expression 
to the face that startled the eager gazers. 

"You will notice that this face is painted 
brown," said the professor, breaking the silence. 
" It was in this way that they distinguished 
the two sexes — women's faces being always 
painted green." 

On the breast was a string of beads that 
clashed coldly together as Mrs. Armstrong 
took them from her husband's hands. " This 
case was sewed together at the back, forming 
a tight envelope. It is called a cartonage," 
said the professor as he laid it down. 

The bandaged body now lay before them, 
its arms folded across its breast, its face star- 
ing upward to the moonlit sky. 

" You see," said their friend, turning to the 
silent group, "the difference between the Greek 
and Egyptian mummies. The former have 
the arms placed at the sides and bound separ- 
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ately, but the latter are encased together, with- 
out any division in the wrappmgs." 

As the many yards of hnen were unwound, 
the features of the dead man became distinctly 
visible. The skin looked dry and flexible, as 
if tanned; the hair and eyebrows were well 
preserved, as were also the teeth, which 
gleamed through the half-parted lips. Gold 
leaf covered the finger-nails, and gUttered here 
and there over the whole body. 

Within the bandages, a scarabseus lay, and 
a seal-ring containing a very tiny box, which 
on being opened emitted a deUcate perfume. 
Around the neck was a gold chain twisted 
Uke a cord, on which hung a smaU gold ring, 
curiously chased. 

" Some child has worn this ring," said Mrs. 
Armstrong, shpping it over the little finger of 
her left hand. " Who can tell what a history is 
in that little circle ? " 

This was all. Not a scrap of papyrus, 
descriptive of the hfe of him who was lying 
there before them; not a word to break the 
silence of the tomb. 
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As they gazed upon that dead face, Colonel 
Dajrton, in his deep rich voice, read aloud that 
fascinating poem of Horace Smith's— an 

ADDRESS TO A MUMMY. 

** And thou hast walked about — ^how strange a story ! — 
In Thebes' streets, three thousand years ago, 

When the Memnonium was in all its glory, 
And time had not begun to overthrow 

Those temples, palaces, and piles stupendous, 

Of which the very ruins are tremendous ! 

** Speak ! for thou long enough hast acted dummy ; 

Thou hast a tongue — come, let us hear its tune. 
Thou'rt standing on thy legs above ground, mummy ! 

Revisiting the glimpses of the moon — 
Not like thin ghosts, or disembodied creatures, 
But with thy bones and flesh and limbs and features. 

*' Tell us — for doubtless thou canst recollect — 
To whom should we assign the Sphinx's fame ? 

Was Cheops or Cephrenes architect 
Of either pyramid that bears his name ? 

Is Pompey's Pillar really a misnomer? 

Had Thebes a hundred gates, as sung by Homer? 

" Perchance that very hand, now pinioned flat, 
Has hob-a-nobbed with Pharaoh, glass to glass ; 

Or dropped a halfpenny in Homer's hat ; 
Or doffed thine own to let Queen Dido pass ; 

Or held, by Solomon's own invitation, 

A torch at the great Temple's dedication. 

" Thou oouldst develop, if that withered tongue 
Might tell us what those sightless orbs have seen. 

How the world looked when it was fresh and young. 
And the great deluge still had left it green ; 

Or was it then so old that history's pages 

Contained no record of its early ages ? 
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'* Still silent, incommunicatiye elf? 

Art sworn to secrecy? then keep thy vows ; 
But, prithee, tell us something of thyself ; 

Beveal the secrets of thy prison-house : 
Since in the world of spirits thou hast slumbered, 
What hast thou seen ? what strange adventures numbered ! 

" If the tomb's secrets may not be confessed, 

The nature of thy private life unfold. 
A heart has throbbed beneath that leathern breast, 

And tears adown that dusky cheek have rolled. 
Have children climbed those knees and kissed that face ? 
What was thy name and station, age and race ? 

" Statue of flesh ! immortal of the dead I 

Imperishable type of evanescence ? 
Posthumous man, who quit'st thy narrow bed 

And standest undecayed within our presence. 
Thou wilt hear nothing till the judgment morning. 
When the great trump shall thrill thee with its warning ! 



(( 



Why should this worthless tegument endure 
If its undying guest be lost for ever ? 

Oh let us keep the soul embalmed and pure 
In living virtue, that, when both must sever, 

Although corruption may our frame consume, 

The immortal spirit in the skies may bloom 1 " 
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resolution failed them. However, Yusuf has 
changed his reUgion, and Egypt is not the 
home to him it used to be; he has become 
quite Americanized since he joined us." 

" The boatmen have treated him pretty well, 
haven't they?" asked Grace. " I haven't heard 
any complaints." 

Colonel Dayton smiled. 

"They haven't dared to touch him with 
their hands," he said, " but they've cursed him 
most unmercifully and beaten him well with 
their tongues. The Uttle fellow has borne a 
great deal from them since we started, but I 
beUeve it has been a good thing for him. He 
has certainly clung to his new faith longer 
than I expected, and bids fair to endure to the 
end." 

" How long it wiU be, though, before he can 
entirely do away with his superstitions ! " said 
Grace. " I saw him the other day break a 
piece of pottery behind the back of one of 
those burly donkey-boys at Karnak. * Why 
did you do that, Yusuf?' I said. *0h,' he 
returned, ' he not love me too much ; he try 
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hate me : so Mahmound say if I breai dat 
behind him he never hurt me. It is good for 
me do dat.' I told him, another time when 
he wa^ afraid, to say, ' DeUver me from mine 
enemies, O Lord, and help me to put my trust 
in thee.' At another time, when his eyes 
were sore with ophthalmia, papa saw him take 
a piece of dried mud from the bank of Boulac, 
and when he had crossed the river he depos- 
ited it on the other side. ' Why was that, 
Yusuf ? ' papa said. * Dat cure my eyes,' he 
replied confidently. 

" The next day his eyes were much worse, 
and continued so for some time. *Ah,' said 
papa, *the mud didn't cure you; did it, Yusuf?' 
' No, sir,' said he pitifully, trying to look up 
out of his half-closed eyes. * Well,' said papa, 
giving him some eye-wash, * bathe your eyes 
with this, and don't believe any more of your 
foolish superstitions.' A day or two after, he 
said, coming to papa with his eyes quite 
restored, * I see now, t'ank you, sir ; and my 
heart see better too. Christian no believe like 
Moslem ; no so foolish.' " 
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" Do you think, Colonel Dajrton," said Mol- 
lie, "that he will be willing to work and 
study ? You see he has a sreat deal of labour 
before hhn if he enters the numst^, and it 
seems to me that the Arabs are a lazy race of 
people; even Yusuf, who tries hard to do right, 
Ukes better to sit and suck sugar-cane than to 
work." 

" Now, MoUie, don't be hard on the boy," 
said Grace; "remember he is but a child. 
What child in the whole of America wouldn't 
rather do that than go to work ? " 

"The Arabs are constitutionally lazy, I'll 
admit," said Colonel Dayton, smiling; "but. 
Miss MoUie, you've noticed how cheerfully the 
sailors go to their tasks, towing us along the 
river, furling the sails, or performing any tasks 
assigned to them. Yet when there is nothing 
in particular to be done they'll go to sleep, or 
he on their backs and suck sugar-cane by the 
hour. So I think it will be with Yusuf Let 
him once know what his work is and he'll do 
it. If an Arab has anything to do, he does it 
with his might." 
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" Well," said Grace, " I shall try to help him 
all I can. I do certainly hope that he will grow 
up a happy and useful man. If it hadn't been 
for him I might be lying cold and dead to-day; 
and the life that he saved shall, to a certain 
degree, be devoted to helping him out of the 
waves of trial and temptation Avhich all must 
encounter. 

" What a beautiful day this is ! I want to 
take in all this scene before we leave here. 
Look at those women coming to the river to 
fill their jars. I have seen them so often, and 
yet the picture is always new. Is it not won- 
derful how they can go up hill and down with- 
out ever touching the burden which they carry 
on their heads ? I shall never forget all this 
Nile scenery: the burning sunsets, the cool, 
quiet mornings, the moonlit nights, the old 
columned temples, the mud-huts with pigeons 
fluttering over them. I shall hear the sahias 
sighing, the sound of the darabouka, and the 
winds waving the palm branches over my head, 
many and many a time ; and closing my eyes, 
shall fancy that I am again floating on the 




230 GOOD-B YE TO EG YPT. 

river, or sitting on the shore by a great pyra- 
mid or under a lofty palin." 

" It is like reading some old Bible history 
to watch the figures passing slowly by," said 
MoUie. "Now look at that turbaned, gray- 
bearded old man walking along that green path 
by the river's edge, with that tall, graceful 
woman by his side. — Mr. Gordon, think of 
your Bible, and tell me who they are." 

Harry looked earnestly in the direction 
Mollie pointed out. 

" Abraham and Sarah," said he at last, " as 
sure as ever I saw them painted." 

"Now look away off there by that well 
under a palm-tree : who is that girl filUng her 
pitcher ? " 

" Who can it be but Rebekah — Rebekah at 
the well ? " 

" Now turn your eyes to the river : do you 
see those two men casting their nets into the 
water ? Of what does that remind you ? " 

Harry Gordon took a little Testament from 
his pocket, and turning to the fourth chapter 
o{ Matthew and the eighteenth verse, read : — 
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" • And Jesus, walking by the sea of Gralilee, 
saw two brethren, Simon called Peter, and 
Andrew his brother, casting a net into the sea : 
for they were fishers. And he saith unto 
them, Follow me, and I will make you fishers 
of men. And they straightway left their nets, 
and followed him.' " 

" Miss Mollie," said Colonel Dayton, pleas- 
antly, " now it's your turn to be questioned. I 
am looking at a picture which to me is the 
most tenderly beautiful in all Egypt : it is one 
you see so often on the Nile. Look along 
that narrow path by the river: do you see 
that woman carrying a babe and riding on a 
donkey, while a man in long Oriental robes 
and turban walks behind, holding a staff? 
What is that picture 1 " 

"The Flight into Egypt," said Mollie 
quickly, and added, " I, too, have often noticed 
it when, sitting on our deck in the sunset, I 
have watched the scenes on the river's bank." 

"It is wonderful," said Grace, reverently, 
" the way in which the Bible is recalled to one 
at every moment in this land." 
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" It seems almost as if Oriental life had been 
petrified into immutability, to prove for ever 
the wonderful truthfulness of the Scriptures/' 
said Colonel Dayton, thoughtfully. 

" I shall always feel thankful for this jour- 
ney," said Grace ; " it has given me such an 
insight into Oriental customs, and also into 
missionary Hfe, with all its trials and dangers. 
I often used to put missionaries a little above 
ordinaiy Christians, but I find that they have 
their temptations like myself, with this differ- 
ence, I have greater External aids to help me 
through than they have. I shall pray for 
them with very different feeUngs from what I 
used to." 

" There is one more picture that I want 
Miss Mollie to see," said Colonel Dayton. 
" Who is that woman, the one with the bread 
and water-bottle, leading a beautiful boy ? " 

" I cannot tell," said Mollie, looking ear- 
nestly at the figures passing; "can you, Grace?" 

But Grace could not, and Harry Gordon 
declared that if they failed it was of no use for 
him to try. 
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" Hagar and her boy," said Colonel Dayton. 
« Do you remember Willis' charming picture of 
the scene, and Ishmael's gladness at the sight 

' Of the cool plaahing of his mother^s hand * ? " 

" Yes ; that last line is exquisite," said Mol- 
lie ; " whenever I read it I can hear the cool 
plashing: of the water, and see the poor mother 
Lthingtte forehead of her son." 

" What picture do you see now ? " said 
Grace, as Harry Gordon leaned eagerly for- 
ward, gazing intently on the shore. 

Suddenly he started to his feet. "YusufI 
Yusuf ! " he called ; " come here ! " The boy 
came from the saloon and stood beside him. 

"Look off there on the shore, Yusuf; what 
donkey is that standing by that mud-hut 1 " 

Yusuf screwed up his eyes, then clapped his 
hands and conmienced such a wild dance that 
Mrs. Clifford came up to see what was the 
matter. 

"Mark Twain! Mark Twain!" said he as 
soon as he recovered his breath; "it's Mark 
Twain. Inshallah ! inshallah ! " 
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Colonel Dayton started to his feet. "Come 
on, Yusuf," lie said ; " we'll see what we can do 
about getting him back ; " and the two left the 
boat. About a half-hour afterwards they 
returned, leading the donkey. Yusuf was 
crying for joy, and hugging and kissing the 
animal alternately. 

Mollie and Grace both rushed forward to 
greet the new-comer. "O Colonel Dayton, 
how did you get him ? " they cried de- 
lightedly. 

"Why, the thief gave him up on the 
instant," he said. "These Arabs are the 
greatest cowards. He told a great story 
about buying him of a fellow in Cairo, but 
very generously passed him over to Yusuf, 
swearing all the time to his own innocence. I 
can't prove he is guilty, so I thought, as we 
leave so soon, and have the donkey in our pos- 
session, it would be better to let the thief go. 
However, I frightened him nearly out of his 
senses." And the colonel laughed heartily. 

Mark Twain was made so much of and fed 
BO highly during the remainder of the voyage 
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that there was danger of his being killed by 
kindness ; and Yusuf was in a fever of joy. 

It was a happy party that the Princess and 
Lulu brought back to Cairo ; and to Grace, 
especially, there came, on their last night on 
the river, a deep sense of thankfulness when 
Harry Gordon said to her, — 

" Grace, do you know what led me to want 
to be a Christian ? It was what you said that 
day in the Egyptian bazaar to my heathenish 
words : do you remember? I shall never for- 
get your brave defence of the truth ; and I 
hope, if we ever meet again, which I trust we 
shall, I can say, as I say now, I am standing 
on that great ship of Christianity, and through 
storm and tempit I wiU oli^ to it, tiU it 1 
ries me safely into the port of heaven." 

" I am very thankful," said Grace, '* if any 
words of mine had a good influence over you, 
and I shall pray that God will bless you." 

" As I certainly shall for you, Grace. Did 
you ever think what the meaning of that word 
hhss is ? — speak well to him, speak something 
good to him ; that is what we shall be as 




236 GOOD-BYE TO EGYPT. 

m 

Grod to do for each other. And if he speaks 
something good to us, it wiU not matter what 
sorrow or trials come upon us, or clouds darken 
our pathway/' 

When they arrived m Cairo, Mn Cliflford 
had another long talk with Yusuf, which ended 
in the question, "Well, my boy, what will 
you do ? — go home with me, and be educated 
for the ministry, or stay here with the mission- 
aries? or would you prefer to return to your 
old vocation ? In either case I will be a friend 
to you, and do all that I can to benefit you." 

And Yusuf, in his impulsive Oriental way, 
kissed Mr. Chfford's hand affectionately, and 
said in a shaking voice, " I go where you go, 
sir. I will love your people, and your God 
and your Saviour shall be mine." 

So it was all settled. Mark Twain was sold 
to one of the missionaries who needed a don- 
key to carry him on his errands of mercy; and 
Yusuf parted from him very contentedly, and 
with words of advice about his new missionary 
work, while the donkey rolled his eyes around 
upon his young master, as if he felt the gravity 
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of his position, and said — ^well, I suppose Yusuf 
understood him, because they had held many 
conversations together, but it certainly goes 
beyond my power to comprehend or interpret 
his meaning. 

Professor Armstrong and his wife, before 
leaving for Suez, have promised to visit Mr. 
and Mrs. Clifford in America the following 
year. The good-byes are all said ; and now the 
iron horse, snorting as if impatient to be off, is 
about to separate the Nile travellers. 

Colonel Dayton, standing by the car win- 
dow, says, " Ah, Miss Molhe, the Crescent has 
lost its attractions for me, and as soon as my 
time expires here I shall return to the dear 
old American flag. When you recall these 
pleasant Egyptian days, think kindly of the 
soldier in his changeable life, and pray that he 
may, in peace or war, be true to his God and 
heaven ! " 

There ! they are off ; one hasty good-bye, 
and a quick hand-clasp, and the train speeds 
away. 

Grace leans forward for one more look at 
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THE SUNDAY CHAPLET. A Book of Storiea 



At ONE SHILUMQ and SIXPENCE each. Royal 18mo. 
THE STORY OF A NEEDLE, niiutrated. 
WINGS AND STINGS. With Sixteen Engravliigg. 

STORIES FROM THE HISTORY OF THE JEWS. "WUh 
Coloured Frontispiece and Vignette, and Thirty Engravings. 



At ONE SHILUNQ sack. Royal 18mo. 

UPWARDS AND DOWNWARDS, and Other Stories. With 
Coloured Frontispiece, and Four niastrations. 

THE OLIVE-BRANCH, and Other Stories. With Coloured Fron- 
tispiece, and Sixteen Illustrationg. 

A FRIEND IN NEED, and Other Stories. With Coloured Fron- 
tispiece, and Seven Illustarations. 

THE HYMN MY MOTHER TAUGHT ME, and Other Stories. 
With Coloured Frontispiece, and Tveentj-four Engravings. 

EDITH AND HER AYAH, £Uid Other Stories. With Coloured 
Frontispiece, and Sixteen Engravings. 

TRY AGAIN, and' Other Stories. With Coloured Frontispiece, and 
Seventeen Engravings. 

(JOOD FOR EVIL, and Other Stories. With Coloured Frontispiece, 
and Seven Illustrations. 
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TBUB TO HIS COLOURS; or. The Life that "Wears Best. 
By the Bev. T. P. Wilson, M.A., Vicar of Pavenham, Author of " Frank 
Oldfield ; or, Lost and Found." Illustrated. Post 870, cloth. Price Ss. 6d. 

PRANK OLDFIELD; or, Lost and Pound. By the Bev. T. P. 
Wilson, M.A. With Five Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 

TIM'S TROUBLES ; or, Tried said True. By M. A. Paull. With 
Five Engravings. Post 8vo, dotii. Price Ss. 6d. 

THE VIVIANS OP WOODIPORD; or, True Hearts Make 
Happy Homes. A Tale. By M. A. Paull, Author of " Tim's Troubles ; 
or, Tried and True," &c. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 

KIND WORDS AWAKEN KIND ECHOES. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and Vignette, and Six Tinted Plates. Post 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges. Price 3s. 

RECORDS OP NOBLE LIVES. By W. H. Dayxnpobt Adams. 
Post 8vo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

PRAISE AND PRINCIPLE; or. For What ShaU I Live? A 
Tale. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 28. 6d. 

CONQUEST AND SELP-CONQUEST ; or. Which Makes the 
Hero? Post 8vo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

WHAT SHALL I BE? or, A Boy^s Aim in Life. Illustrated. 
Foolscap Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 

HOME PRINCIPLE IN BOYHOOD, and Other Stories for 
the Youngf. Post Svo, cloth. Price 28. 

THE BOY MAKES THE MAN. A Book of Example and Encourage- 
ment for Boys. With Coloured Frontispiece, and numerous Engravings. 
Boyal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

PRANK MARTIN; or. The Story of a Country Boy. With 
Coloured Frontispiece. Foolscap Svo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

NED'S MOTTO; or, Little by Little. With Coloured Frontispiece, 
and numerous Engravings. Boyal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

TOM TRACY; or. Whose is the Victory? Illustrated. Foolscap 
Svo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

LESSONS ON THE LIPB OP CHRIST POR THE LITTLE 
ONES AT HOME. By the Author of "Hymns from the Land of 
Luther." With Coloured Frontispiece, and Thirty Engravings. Boyal 
ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

SPARE WELL AND SPEND WELL; or. Money, its Use cuid 
Abuse. With Coloured Frontispiece, and Four Illustrations. Boyal ISmo, 
doth. Price Is. 

STRIVE AND THRIVE ; or. Stories for the Example and En- 
couragrement of the Youn^r. ^ith Coloured Frontispiece, and Eight 
Illustrations. Boyal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 

THE POWER OP KINDNESS, and Other Storiea Illustrated. 
Boyal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. ' 
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ANNIE DONALDSON; or, Eveniii«rs in a Happy Home. A 
Tale. Post 870, doth. Price 28. 6d. 

ANNA LEE : Maiden. Wife. MotHer. By T. 8. Arthur. Port 8to, 
cloth. Price 2s. 

SOW WELL AND REAP WELL. Bv T. S. Arthur. Illuitrated. 
Post 8vo. doth. Price 2s. 

TRUE RICHES ; or, Wealth Without Wlnfifs. By T. a Arthue. 
Illustrated. Post 870. doth. Price 28. 

AUNT MARTHA'S CORNER CUPBOARD. A Story-book for 
Little Boys and Girls. By Mart and Elizabeth Kirby. With upwards 
of Forty Engravings. Post 870. doth. Price 2s. 6d. 

LITTLE SNOWDROP AND HER GOLDEN CASKET. By the 
Author of " Little Hasel, the King's Messenger," &c. With Coloured Fron- 
tispiece and Vignette. Post 8vo, doth. Price 2s. 6d. 

UNDER THE OLD OAKS; or, Won by Love. By the Author of 
" Little Hazel, the King's Messenger," &c. With Ck)loured Frontispiece and 
Vignette. Post Svo, doth. Price 28. 6d. 

LITTLE HAZETi, THE KINGPS MESSENGER. By the Author 
of "Little Snowdrop and her Golden Casket," &c. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and Vignette. Post Svo, doth. Price 2s. 6d. 

THE STORY OP A HAPPY HOME ; or. The Children's Year, 
and HoTV they Spent It. By Mart Howitt. Post Svo, doth. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

LIZZIE HEPBURN ; or, Every Cloud has a Silver Liningr. With 
Four Illustrations printed in Colours. Post Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

GRACE ELLIOT ; or, To Seem cuid To Be. Foolscap Sro, doth. 
Price 2s. 6d. 

FATHER'S COMING HOME. A Tale for the Young. By the Author 
of " Village Missionaries," &c. With Seven Illustrations. Post Sro, doth. 
Price 2s. 

THE STORY OP LITTLE ROBINSON OP PARIS; or, The 
Triumphs of Industry. Translated from the Frendi by LnoY 
Landon. Illustrated. Foolscap Svo, doth. Price 2s. 

WATCH— WORK— WAIT. A Story of the Battle of Life. By Sakah 
Mtbrs. Foolscap Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 

GOOD OUT OP EVIL. A Tale for Children. By Mrs. Surr, Author 
of " Sea Birds, and the Story of their Lives," &c. With Thirty-two Illus- 
trations by OiACOMELLi. Post Svo, doth, gilt edges. Price 2s. 

EMILY HERBERT ; or. The Happy Home. By Mabia M'Intosh, 
Author of " Praise and Principle," &c. Koyal ISmo, doth. Priee Is. 6d. 

WOODRUFF; or. Sweetest when Crushed. A Tale for the Young. 
By AoNES Veitch. Boyal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

SIMPLE SKETCHES. By the Bev. John Todd. Illustrated. Royal 
ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 
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T HH! EUPHRATES AND THE TIGRIS. A Narrative of Discovery 
and Adventure. With a Description of the Bains of Babylon and Nineveh. 
With Eighteen Full-page Illustrations. Post 8vo, doth extra. Price 28. 

THE STORY OP IDA PFEIFFER AND HER TRAVELS 
IN MANY LANDS. With Twenty-five Pull-page Engravings. Post 
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 

THE AMAZON AND ITS WONDERS. With lUustrations of 
Animal and Vegetable Life in the Amasonian Forest. With Twenty-eight 
Full-page Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 28. 

IN THE FAR EAST. A Narrative of Exploration and Adventure in 
Cochin-China, Cambodia, Laos, and Siam. With Thirty Full-page Engrav- 
ings. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 

THE STORY OF THE LIFE AND TRAVELS OF ALEX- 
ANDER VON HUMBOLDT. With Twenty-seven Full-page En- 
gravings. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 28. 

MOUNT SINAI, PETRA, AND THE DESERT. Described and 
Illustrated. With Twenty-three Full-page Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra. Price 2s. 

GIBRALTAR AND ITS SIEGES. With a Description of its Natural 
Features. With Eighteen Full-page Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 
Price 2s. 

♦• 

BOOKS OF TEAVEL AND ADVENTUEE. 

PICTURES OF TRAVEL IN FAR-OFF LANDS. A Companion 
to tlM Study of Geography.— Central Amsbiga. With Fifty Engravings. 
Post 8fo, cloth. Price 2s. 

PICTURES OF TRAVEL IN FAR-OFF LANDS.— South Amkkica. 
With Fifty Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 2s. 

HOME AMID THE SNOW ; or. Warm Hearts in Cold Regrions. 
By Captain Charles Ede, B.N. With Tinted Frontispiece and Vignette, 
and Twenty-eight Engravings. Foolscap 8vo, cloth. Price 2s. 

THE FOREST. THE JUNGLE, AND THE PRAIRIE; or. 
Tales of Adventure and Enterprise in Pursuit of TVild 
Animals. With numerous Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

SCENES WITH THE HUNTER AND THE TRAPPER IN 
MANY LANDS. Stories of Adventures with Wild Animals. With 
numerous Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

DR. KANE, THE ARCTIC HERO. A Narrative of his Adventures 
and Explorations in the Polar Eegions. By M. Jones. With Thirty-five 
Engravings. Extra foolscap, cloth. Price 2s. 

AFAR IN THE FOREST ; or, Pictures of Life and Scenery 
in the Wilds of Cancida. By Mrs. Traill, Author of " The Canadian 
Cru8oes,"&c. With Twenty-two Engravings. Foolscap 8vo, cloth. Price 28 
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THE GOLDEN CROWN SERIES OF BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

ADA AND GEBTY ; or. Hand In Hcuid Heavenward. A Tale. 
By Louisa M.G&AT. With Frontispiece. Poet Svo, cloth extra. Price St. Od. 

NELLY'S TEACHERS, AND WHAT THEY LEARNED. A 
Tale for the Young. By Kats Thorns. 540 pages. Price to. 



STEPPING HEAVENWARD. A Tale of Home Life. By the Author 
of " The Flower of the Family." Post 8to, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

EVER HEAVENWARD; or, A Mother's Influence. Poet 8vo, 

doth. Price 28. 6d. 
THE FLOWER OF THE FAMILY. A Tale of Domestlo Llf e. Post 

870, doth. Price 28. 6d. 

HERMAN ; or. The Little* Preacher : LITTLE THREADS : and 
THE STORY t.ttstttB! TOLD. With Four lUustrations Printed in 
CSolours. Post 8yo, doth extra. Price 2s. 6d. 

WAITING AND WINNING ; or, Bread Cast upon the Waters 
and Found after Many Days. With Four Illustrations printed In 
Ck)lour8. Post 870, doth extra. Price 2s. 6d. 



WILLING TO BE USEFUL; or. Principle and Duty nius- 
trated in the Story of Edith Allison. With Se7en Tinted PUtes. 
Post 870, doth. Price 28. 

THE GREY HOUSE ON THE HILL; or, "Buy the Truth 
and Sell it Not." A Tale for the Young. By the Hon. Mrs. O&xkmk. 
Post 870, doth. Price 28. 6d. 

THE KING'S HIGHWAY; or. Illustrations of the Command- 
ments. By the Bey. Bichard Nxwton, D.D. With numeroM Engray- 
ings. Post 870, cloth. Price 2s. 

STORIES OF THE LIVES OF NOBLE WOMEN. By W. H 
Davenport Adams. Post 870, cloth. Price 28. 6d. 

msTEuonvE seeies of shilling books. 

EACH WITH COLOURED FRONTISPIECE, AND NUMEROUS ENSRAVINSS. 

Royal ISmo, cloth. 

WONDERS OF CREATION: Volcanoes and their Phenomena. 
With Thirty-four £ngra7ing8. 

NATURE'S WONDERS: Pictures of Remarkable Scenes in 
ForeifiTH Lands. With Thirty Engravings. 

WONDERS OF THE VEGETABLE WORLD. With Thirty-two 
Engravings. 

SCENES OF WONDER IN MANY LANDS. Being DesoripUons 
of Bapids, Cascades, Waterfalls, &c. With Twenty-8e7en Engra7ing8. 

LIFE AND TRAVEL IN TARTARY, THIBET, AND CHINA, 
Being a Narrati7e of the Ahh6 Hue's Travels in the Far East. By M. Jonss. 
With Thirty-two £ngra7ing8. 
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REOOHiBCTIONS OF ALEXANDER DUFF. D.D., cuid of 
the Mission Collefire which he Founded in Ceklcutta. By the 
Bey. Lai. Behabi Day, Author of "Govinda Samanta;" Professor in 
Oovemment College, Ho(%hl]r. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 

SUCCESS IN LIFE : What it is, cuid how Attained. A Book 
for Young Men. With Frontispiece and Vignette. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 
Price 3s. 

"ABOVE RUBIES;" or, Memorials of Christian Gentlewomen. 
By Miss C. L. Bbiohtwell. Post 870, cloth extra, gilt edges. Price Ss. 6d. 

MEMORIALS OF EARLY GENIUS, AND REMARKABLE 
RECORDS OF ITS ACHIEVEMENTS. By the Author of 
" Success in Life." Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d. 

SELF-TAUGHT MEN. A Series of Biographies. With Four niustrationa 
Post Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

THE STORY OF SIR DAVID WILKIE: His Life and Worka 
By Adam L. Simpson, D.D., Derby. Illustrated. Post 870, cloth extra. 
Price 2s. 



ILLUSTEATED STOET-BOOKS POB THE YOTTNG. 

By the Author of "Copaley AnncUa," " Village Hitelonarlee," Ao. 

MATTY'S HUNGRY MISSIONARY-BOX. and Other Stories. 
With Coloured Frontispiece, and Thirty Engravings. Boyal 18mo, cloth. 
Price Is. 

IT'S HIS WAY, and Other Stories. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Boyal 18mo, cloth. Price Is. 

THE TWO WATCHES, and Other Stories. With Coloured Fron- 
tispiece. Boyal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 

UNDER THE MICROSCOPE; or, "Thou Shalt call me My 
Father." With Coloured Frontispiece, and Seventeen Engravings. Boyal 
ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

THE STORY OF REUBEN INCH; or, The Power of Perse- 
verance. With Coloured Frontispiece, and Twenty Illustrations. Boyal 
ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 



TRUTH IS ALWAYS BEST; or, "A Fault Confessed is Half 
Redressed." By Maky and Elizabeth Kibby. With Coloured Fron- 
tispiece, and Seventeen Illustrations. Boyal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 



NEW COOKERY BOOK. 

COOKERY AND HOME COMFORTS. By Mrs. Wiqlby, Author 
of " Domestic Economy : A Book for Girls " (Royal School Sbbibs). Fools- 
cap Svo, cloth. Price Is. 
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THE SWEDISH TWINS. By the Author of " The Babes in the Baaket" 
Royal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

LITTLE THINGS. Little Duties— Little Kindnesses— Little Efforts— Littie 
Cares— Little Pleasures— Little Sins. Eoyal 18mo, cloth. Price Is. 

THE GOLDEN RULE ; or. Do to Others as You would have 
Others do to You. Royal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

CHRISTIAN PRINCIPLE IN LITTLE THINGS. Royal 18mo, 
cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

GRANDPAPA'S KEEPSAKES; or, Take Heed will Surely 
Speed. With Coloared Frontispiece, and Forty-five Engravings. Royal 
18mo, cloth extra. Price Is. 6d. 

LITTLE LILY'S TRAVELS. With CJoloured Frontispiece, and TlUfty 
Engravings. Royal 18mo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

LITTLE SUSY'S LITTLE SERVANTS. By Aukt Susait. IUus 
trated. Royal 18mo, clotli. Price Is. 6d. 

LITTLE SUSY'S SIX BIRTHDAYS. By Aunt Susan. lUustrated 
Royal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

LITTLE SUSY'S SIX TEACHERS. By Aunt Susan. lUustrated 
Royal ISino, cloth. Price Is. 6d. 

THINGS IN THE FOREST. By Mary and Elizabeth Kirby. With 
Coloured Frontispiece, and Fifty Illustrations. Royal ISmo, doth 
Price Is. 6d. 

THE CHILDREN ON THE PLAINS. A Story of Travel and Ad 
venture in the Great Prairies of North America. By the Author of "The 
Babes in the Basket." With Sixteen Illustrations. Royal ISmo, doth, 
Price Is. 6d. 

THE BABES IN THE BASKET; or, Daph and her Oharfire 
By the Author of "The Swedish Twins," &c. Illustrated. Boyal ISmo, 
cloth. Price Is. 

OLD ROBIN AND HIS PROVERB; or. With the Lowly is 
Wisdom. By Mrs. Henry F. Brock. With Ck)loured Frontispiece, and 
numerous Engravings. Royal ISmo, cloth. Price Is. 



ILLUSTRATED ST0EY-B00K8 OP NATURAL HISTORY. 

STORIES OF THE DOG. AND HIS COUSINS THE WOLF, 
THE JACKAL, AND THE HYENA. With Stories niustrating 
their Place in the Animal World. By Mrs. HaoH Millsb. With Thirty- 
four Engravings. Foolscap Svo, doth. Price Is. 6d. ' 

STORIES OF THE CAT, AND HER COUSINS THE LION, 
THE TIGER, AND THE LEOPARD. With Stories niustnting 
their Place in the Animal World. By Mrs. Hugh MTT.T.ieit. With Twenty- 
nine Engravings. Foolscap Svo, doth. Price Is. 6d. 

TALKS WITH UNCLE RICHARD ABOUT WILD ANIMALS. 
By Mrs. Ocorob Cuppleh. With Seventy-five ninstrations. ISmo, doth. 
Price Is. 6d. 

MAMMA'S STORIES ABOUT DOMESTIC PETS. By Mrs. 
Oeoru B CuppLES. With Fifty-six Illustrations. ISmo, doth. Price Is. 6d. 
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ILLUSTEATED BOOKS FOB THE YOUNG. 
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STORIES OF NOBLE lIvES. 

EACH WITH COLOURED FRONTISPIECE. , 
Royal 18mo, cloth. Price la, 

STOBY OF AUDUBON, the Naturalist. 

STOBY OF HOWABD, the PhllanthroplBt. 

STOBY OF PAIilSSY, the Potter. 

STOBY OF JOHN SMEATON and the Eddsrstone Lighthouse. 

STOBY OF DB. SCOBESBY, the Arctic Navigator. 

STOBY OF CYBUS FIELD, the Projector of the Atlantic 
Cable. 

STOBY OF BENVENUTO CELLINI, the Italian Gtoldsmith. 

STOBY OF SIB HUMPHBEY DAVY, and the Invention of 
the Safety Lamp. 

STOBY OF GALILEO, the Astronomer of Pisa. 

STOBY OF THE HEBSCHELS. 

STOBY OF THE STEPHENSONS, Father and Son. 

STOBY OF SAMUEL BUDGETT, the Successful Merchant. 



BY THE AUTHOK OP "HOPE ON," ETO. 

At ONE SHILUNQ and SIXPENCE each. Royal ISmo. 

THE FISHEBMAN'S CHILDBEN ; or. The Sunbeam of Hard- 
rick Cove. With Coloured Frontispiece, and Seventeen Engravings. 

SUSY'S FLOWEBS; or, "Blessed are the MerdfUl, for they 
shall obtain Mercy." With Ck)loared Frontispiece, and Twenty En- 
gravings. 

BBOTHEB BEGINALD'S GOLDEN SECBET. A Tale for the 
Young. With Ck)Ioared Frontispiece, and Twenty Engravings. 

KING JACK OF HAYLANDS. A Tale of School Life. With Coloured 
Frontispiece, and Eighteen Engravings. 



At ONE SHILUNQ each. Royal 18mo. 

LITTLE AGGIE'S FBESH SNOWDBOPS, AND WHAT THEY 
DID IN ONE DAY. With Coloured Frontispiece, and Thirty En- 
gravings. 

THE BOY ABTIST. A Tale. With Coloured Frontispiece, and numerous 
Engravings^ 

HOPE ON; or, The House that Jack Built. With Coloured Fron- 
tispiece, and Twenty-five Engravings. 

MABTHA'S HOME, AND HOW THE SUNSHINE CAME 
INTO IT. With Coloured Frontispiece, and Thirty Engravings. 
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